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TO MRS. SIDDONS. 


| DEAR MADAM, 


As the Caſtle of Montval owes its favour- 
able reception by the Public entirely to your 
matchleſs exertions, its dedication to you would 


be a debt of gratitude, were it not one f 


Fri ndſhip. If the audience has been enchant- 


ed with your performance of a part, which 


as. written ſolely for you, what muſt the 
Author's ſenſations have been, who felt that 
the zeal of the friend gave an higher tone 
and colouring to the enthuſiaſms of the ac- 
treſs. 


I preſume not to divide the palm with you, 
but when wreathed round your brow, I may 
be proud that its graceful honours owe ſome» 

N thing 


n 


* 
— 


ye ů—ůů — — — 


1 
thive - to a Drama, which you inſpired, and 
which, through you, will afford laſting ſatiſ. 


faction 3 | 
i Dear Madam, 
Your obliged and faithful Friend, "oy &. 
THO. 8. WHALLEY, 


PREFACE. 


| Tas « following tragedy is founded on a well. 
known fact, which happened, che author believes, 
ſomewhere in the South of France, and ſo recently 
as in the year Eighty-three. The old count in queſ- 
tion, had been immured in a ſecret dungeon ſix years, 


by his cruel ſon, and a confidential yillian who had 


been bred up in the caſtle, when he was accideritally 


| diſcovered by a nobleman who. was the old count ; 


particular friend, Not having heard of the count's 
ſuppoſed death (owing to a long abſence from France), 
he unexpectedly arrived to paſs a few days with him, 
when the caſtle was ſo full of gueſts, that the old 
count's bed-chamber was the only one unoccupied, 


This chamber communicated with the dungeon by a 


ſecret door, concealed by tapeſtry ; and through the 
hurry attending the revelry in the caſtle, had been. left 
open by the young count's abominable agent, the 
evening his father's old friend was to ſleep in a room 


Which had been carefully ſhut up till that night, ever 
once the count s ſuppoſed deceaſe. In the courſe of 


b 2 : the 


Pa 
- 
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the night, the noble gueſt, awakened by a noiſe in 
the chamber, diſcovered his old friend, and an expla- 
nation taking place, the officers of juſtice were, unex- 
pectedly, called in the next day from a neighbouring 
city : the old count was liberated, but, too feeble to 
bear ſuch a ſudden change, died in a few days; his 

execrable ſon was condemned to be impriſoned for his 
life, which would not have' been ſpared, but at the 
powerful interceſſi on of his noble relations, who, ac- 
cording to the laws of France, would have been diſ- 
graced and degraded by his public and merited exe- 
cution. The part of the counteſs, with ſome others, 
have been imagined by the author, to form a plot fit 
for the ſtage; ahd to give it all the advantages of 
Mrs. Siddons's unrivalled performance. How well 
ſhe. has juſtified his hopes, the public, whom ſhe has 
enchanted with her tranſcendent efforts, knows; but 
it cannot know how much fſhe' has ſurpaſſed his higheſt 
expectations in a part, which, as it was only written 


for her, ſo ſne only could have _— it fuch Waders 


ful force and effect. 
It has been ſuppoſed by ſome, tha; the author bor- 


fowed his plot partly from the Robbers, and partly froni 
the Caſtle Spectre. The plain and honeſt narrative he 
has given will he truſts, vindicate him from this ima- 


© gfned 


( vi 


: gined imitatlon. Indeed his tragedy was written ſome 


time before he read the play of the Robbers, and as 
it was in the hands of the managers of Drury- lane 


Theatre very early in May 1797, no part of it could 


have been ſtolen from the Caſtle Spectre, which was 
put into their hands ſome time after, and which ought, 
in juſtice, to have ſucceeded, and not preceded, the 
Caſtle of Montval on n the Ace. 


The AUTHOR: 


hol OE »y Thu AUTHOR, 
| Spoken by Mr. Powndd.: 


A TRAGEDY again ?—Aye, he may try, 
With dagger, ſtrut, and rant, to make us cry "iy 
But all his efforts, and his kill, kill, kill! 

Shall never make us weep againſt our will : | 
We love to laugh then, pray, why here to night? 
Can it be out of whim, or out of ſpight? 

VI not believe it; Britons are too kind, 

Too generous, to betray a grov'ling mind] 

Some critic ſly, or poet in a corner, 

May, here and there, perhaps, perform the ſcorner 
And come reſolv'd to damn: ſince wits, they ſay, 
Like hungry wolves, for want of other prey, 

On their own kind will turn; and throꝰ the town, 
To gaol from garret, hunt each other down. 
But yet tho' authors are ſo hard of heart 
Ye, gentle fair, will act a gentler part; 

And have your ſalts and handkerchiefs prepar'd 
For tears, which are the poet's beſt reward. 
And ſympathetic beaux can't fail to cry 

At your command, and utter ſigh for ſigh. 

From you, O gallery gods | there's nought to _ 
If genuine pathos calls the genuine tear : 

Nor will the judgment of the pit refuſe 
Enlighten'd plaudits to the tragic muſe, 

It Nature, leagu'd with Pity, plays her uy 
To agitate the pulſes of the hearts 
Howe'er the author in his part may fail, 

Truth has ſupply'd the ſubject of his tale. 


_ Gallin— 


Gallia where all th mad exceſs is borne 3 | 9 
Where ev'ry tie of God and man is torn; | 

Where ſuff'ring virtue lifts her hands in vain, 

And cheated freedom drags his iron chain — 

Gallia ſupply'd the ſtory, which, to-night, 

With tender ſympathy and ſad delight, 

If hope decgive not, thro* our cares, ſhall claim, 

And your applauſe, one laurel leaf from fame ; 

One leaf, if haply one ungather'd grows, 

To wreath our naval heroes” gallant brows, 


DRAMA TISs PERSONEN. \ 
COUNT of MONTVAL, Mr. Hos Ax. 
MARQUIS of VAUBLANE, Mr. C. KemBLs, 
' COUNT of COLMAR, Mr. Arckrx. 
OLD COUNT, | Mr. KeMBLE. 


MONS. LAPONT, D 
BLAISE, the old Steward of the Caſtle, 


COUNTESS 7 MONTVAL, 
De LADY MATILDA, her Couſin, 
'TERESA, Woman to the Counteſs, 
— — 
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Scene lies in Dauphiny, in the South of Trance. 


Mr. BARRYMORE, 
Mr. PackER. 


Mrs. S1DDONs; 
Mrs. PoWELL, 
Miſs Hear. 
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1 8 ö 1 1 
SCENE I—4 handome Antichanber in the Cafe 
Enter Foun ESA and Brain, talking. 

I Grands think it it; 50 fare. your - ann BE 7] 


Was far * * than my xs miſtreſs 15 

It may Sh 4k in 958 eyes but mine. 5 
Train'd, from a boy, by her protecting hand; 
Taken from poverty, and rais'd to honor ; dür 1007, 


+ Truſted by ber, and by my noble lord ;. 


My eyes can never ſee their equals more. at} 
But yet, Tereſa, I confeſs the counteſsse 
Reminds me of the; beauty; now laid loc; 
And bears ſuch grace and 8 about ber, oy 
As I did never think to ſee again. 1 
Well, pe. Blaiſe, your, 3 1 Tm Y 
Tho I may doubt your taſte.---But the bats count? 
BLAISE. | 
01 my dear maſter ! Pray excuſe theſe tears 
Was goodneſs, honor, kindneſs, paſt my ſpeak- 
ing! 


J 


5 TI IIS. 


5 a 6 & * 
Y » 
» 
þ * . » Y 4 * 2 8 
» 

5 k . Po ; ng _ 
, 3 4 3 9 

5 ' 3 3 Re ho > 
— — 


THE CASTLE OF MOoNrVAL, 
TERESA. 
When did he die? 


BLAISE. | 
About four years ago. 
His death wa fudden;? al ! ſudded a 
To me a ſad one, who was wont to think 
That all his wiſdom order'd was moſt right — 
| They * here. 
5 IxkEksA. 

y hat change, m _ bs * 


ASE. 


1 - ov — 0 


The 4 KD, Al frolic, and the midnight faſt, A 
For ſober chearfolneſ: ſs, and Obes nete, 3 Ori | 
For ofpitality;/iwhols een teur... war 
Flowid always full, yet never ran to EW 
But I am old: frfhidns aud titties are alter . : 
I mou'd not Blalne, becailſe'? chnnot reh 
What my young ford, impelbq by health ant TY 
Thinks fit ts do And I've a cofifidence d afl: * 
That by your lady much will be refornpb d“! 
That ſeem'd ainiſs.—-O ! may his actions betet 14 
His noble parents; und Hey ene wife! ba ebniin 
mot 100ds Agi bia big dont zind DAP. 
And ſo I truſt — Sow Feat ed 45 
Such excellence as her's were thrown away. — 
Hor ock J ob. 11! EAIsE pu pit l. * [i Wed | 
Wust nee I faid in Woman do tot think 
it! 104 bo 1% - 
Weft Bet 1% Wörds; 1 pls 7 yo-wreft them not 


m_ iff renning He 1 pity 422 "6tg, 1 77 
I a And 
123.440 . « 
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And youth is laviſh, when the tide of ans 11 F 
| Draws flatt'rers round; à baſe and buſy train! 7 
But I am wrang again we'll hope the beſt. 
No o more ! for ſee n A 8 noble friends. - 

115 taille TExcunt. 


ib a 3 7 
1 4 CS W +4..4* N 418 „ Cc : 


 Emter MarirpA and the Mundols,c: e 


MARQUS. 1 1 
My dear Matilda, let the precious moments 
Which fortune offers, be employ d to peak 
My conſtant love and oyerflowing rapture, 
At meeting thus again At meeting thus, n 7 
After ſo many tedious months of abſence, 
With full allowance from your noble father, | 
To urge my wiſhes and expreſs my Jay. 
MATILDA. - _y 
| What ſhall I anſwer worthy you and me: 5 ot 
Believe my bear reſponſi ve to your „ 2 
Tho' female delicacy makes my tongue 1 
: Baſhful to ſpeak. the language it MEND: - 
| MARQUIS. 5 8 5 59 0 
Long, 1 I low d, without one © ray to p: ol me 
Then ſpare not to enchant a faithful lover, 
Whoſe thoughts and Na you, for. roy have 
; known 1 
So feryently devoted to your charms | F TY 
MATILDA. © ' 
You know enough to know what I cou'd fay'; ; 
| And feel enough to know what are my feelings. 
|; Content with this, preſs my fond heart no further! 
| B 2 | 1 But 


I 


* 


24 THE CASTLE OF MONTrVAL, 


But tell me, how you like the charming counteſs ? 


Tho' ſhort your knowledge, in one tranſient day, 
To penetrate the virtues of her heart. 
M MARQUIS. 
Ie that knowledge to diſcern her merit. 


| To ſay ſhe” s worthy my Matilda's friendſhip, 
Speaks all that eloquence cou'd ſay to praiſe her. 


| MATILDA. 

From longer intimacy you muſt learn 
Her high perfe&ions.-—In her noble ſoul 
A graceful fortitude, that dares all trial, 
Lives with a tenderneſs that's all her own. 
Nothing in her, in perſon or in mind, 
But greatly excellent, and greatly fair. 
Her beauty Has a ſomething of divine !. 


A dignity, that ſhews all others mean. 


Was ever ſuch a majeſty of eye 


Such bright effulgence blended with ſuch ſoftneſs f 


And thus her lofty ſoul ſuperior ſhines, 
Among the beſt and nobleſt of her ſex! 
Attach'd from childhood, and allied by blood, 


My admiration ſtill acquires new force; ; 


And while I love her tenderly, I feel 
An awe and wonder, mingled with affeCtion | fo 
But looking all, and more than all, I've ſaid.— — 


The lovely counteſs comes! 


(As Matilda is ſpeakin g. the folding 3 5 7 a 
magnificent Saloon, are thrown open, and the 
Count and Counteſs, attended by Lapont,, ad- 

Vance threugh them 40 the F From of the : Stage.) 


* hp Cour. 


4 


a 1 A 1 ATRAGEDY/ > Ar 8 *. 


© COUNT, 1 5 A0 1 n9I T 
My good Lagen. 
1 pray you ſee that ev'ry OI s in order 
For my I Oy anc ave er. 
All ſhall be goin - | [Exit. 
- COUNTESS. „ ARITL, 


* me, my * friends, join to perfinde: 1 
My deareſt lord from quitting this fair mavkioh! 17 
MATILDA. a. 
5 Quitting this manſion !---We had fondly hop'd 4 
That many happy weeks wou'd glide away, 
Before our friendly party knew diviſion !* - - 
couw-. ; 
5 With grief of heart, alas! I'm forc'd to leave 
Theſe tranquil joys for hateful occupations. 
Hateful, alike, to friendſhip, and to love ! 
„ , COUNTESS. .; 
| OPER Montval, I cannot take it kind N. 
Lou thus deſert me! E = 
| count. _ 
| Why, my foul s delight, 
| Why blame what hard neceſlity requires ? 
COUNTESS. 
What ſudden buſineſs, thus, ſhou'd force you back 
From theſe calm ſhades, to that deteſted Paris? 
The ſeat of every vice and every crime 
"Why" cannot letters, or ſome truſty agent — 
ob r. 
I cou'd be—if pers 'onal application, „ 
In the great cauſe, you know, I have in hand, 
Were not demanded think you I wou'd Eau 
= Look at your face reflected from that mirror, 


Then 


6 - THE CASTLE: OF -MONTVAL, 

Then think if I wou'd leave thoſe heav'nly charms, 

For m_ of pleaſure that- the Ne can 2 1 
Cours 99, ey. # 

Iii ever r ſo 1—Money* s the Ja of bliſs how 00 

The baſe alloy of honor, duty, love. 

| . COUNT /agiered.}\ © 14 

Why ſpeak you thus Has it corrupted me f?— 

But 1 will haſten to thy arms again n DL, 

And recompence the languiſhings of abſence, 5 

On een dear boſom ! | 

© *COUNTESS. 8 

well! I am your wife E 

A poor weak woman; ; doom'd to acquicſce, : 

By n as wy nature.- | 


= Ef Take it not ſo. 3 | 

My beſt beloved Mine is the crucl tafk, /c 
Whoſe only earthy joy is in thy ſmiles. 
Your charming friend, and her deſerving marquis, 
Shall ſoothe your widow'd hours. . 

OR MATILDA. 3 : 

The lovely counteſs, een. 
At all times, 4 lih! eommand my ſervices; © 
| The willing tribute of my juſt devotion. TORT v 

MARQUIS. . 


- 


hot mine. —Andif my pow r but mate my will, 


'- Your abſence, count, tho” not, perhaps, . 
Shall not awaken fuch ſevere regret, 
To baniſh mirth, and frown the ſmiles away. 

' COUNTESS. 5 


bly noble friends, I know your gen 'rous hearts 


10 3Off 
1 * 


—_ 


THERE & ASTLE OH MONTVAL. 7 
And Have u ful reliance on your Kindneſs. 5 8 
Well, well! i you'muft go, I de my delt 4 51 
To ſoften ſolitude till your return— 
Tlie provid! andetttar oaks thit wave agb 
This tow'ring caſtle hall aſhſt my muſing 
The awful rocks mall tempt my wand'r ring By 


$919 


To viſit their receſſes ; and the torxents 
Shall deafen my complaints, as they ariſe.—_  - - 
But ere you 605 allow, at leaſt, the time e 
To viſit every corner of this manſion; od 
Its gloomy grandeur is, in unifion 
With the ſad per of my penſive mind. 
8 o COUNT, D,. 1 379% 
At my e Time pref — 
7 s COUNTESS, . bole $pe4 ph pp erty *- 
N Then old Blaiſe 255 WER 1 
Shall be 1 my 1 gülde thro” all its labyrinths. | 6 
BR COUNT. . EPR" 4 „ | 
"Not fo, my deareſt love Walt n my return! 3 * 
I pray you wait Deny me not this pleaſure ! » 6 
COUNTESS. | 
Nay, in the abſence of my honor'd lord, 
It were a ſcrutiny, I thou'd little taſte. . 
.- "COUNT. | 
My ſoul's belt treaſure! take, i in this brace, 
My ſtack of leaſure, till we meet a ain! | 
Fut (1 4 14 4 ; RY countrss. wy 28a 5 
Beware the ſy tens of f that hateful Paris! 5 
I have a ſoul that cannot brook a rival, 
Nor cou'd deſcend to a degenerate huſband. 5 
My love goes ably; hand i in a band. with virtue "I 
5 | And aj 


11471 
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8 THE CASTLE. OF, MONTY al, 


And tho' my heart ſhou'd, burſt in waer, 
I'd tear it from the man L,cou'd.not honor % 


== meeuN / i biet 1153 5 

Ah! ahr, this earneſtneſs ?—You, feat doubt 

| lg leg! _ oh wot id 
By this. „ bis # I'm your's— EY 


111 DIG C STEELE 


COUNTESS. fanbracing hin). | A 
My dear Montval! ET Tt 
My heart canknow 5 no joy till your return! 
* FAO 0 To 80 rr count. 
I'm frangely mova! A 5 
1 Alba 
I pray — your ſpirits! 
Why PIP you take this journey thus to heart ? 
Buſineſs muſt fometirnes ititerfere with love: th 
This tranſient abſence will increaſe your pleaſure, 
And zeſt aeſtion, | when the count. returns. 
N covhrrss. 12 
O! my dear friend, my trembling heart affures m me, 
It is too tender for my Taſting peace. —_—_— 
Wou'd it were calmer ! — $5 9 
ange ot 
Say not 0. dear lady! 
This ſenſibility fo well becomes you, 
That it new luſtre gives to ey y charms. - 
COUNTESS. TE 
I know your gallantry, and feel your aan 
But weary as my ſoy] was grown « of Paris, 
And all its giddy round of diflipation, 7" 
I] can t endure—when, at my earneſt ſuir, 1 5 1 : 
The count was hardly won to leave its magic, | 
And viſit once again—with me—his bride= 


. 
9 9 4 Ine? 1 
55 3 - 
#2. 14 


His 


A TRACGCED T. 9 
His native ſhades I can't endure to ſee him, 
Impatient, thus to err back again. — 
| - MARQUIs, © | 
| Remember, urgent buſineſs calls him thither, 
Of great importance to your future ſtate; * 
; Elſe were he much to blame.— EL 49 
I know it not. 8 
T heard of no expreſs! I ſaw no letters! 
This ſudden recollection does not pleaſe me. 
But two ſhort days have I enjoy d him here 
(And thoſe have ſeen him reſtleſs, gloomy, abſent!) 
II whoſe fond hopes had pictur'd ſo much bliſs 
| From this retreat, by nature form'd to charm z 
And which to Him, if rightly turn'd his mind. 
Shou'd wake a thouſand, thouſand fond ideas, 
From time n and fond — . 1 
- MATILDA. | 12.99 £56 
No doubt the count, with er eie pleaſures 5 


Will haſte to Join you in his native caſtle, 


And wander, with the idol of his heart. 
Thro' the romantic m—_— —_— 
.  MARQUIS. | 

1 he will! He cannot be 10 n 
So ſlow of pulſe, amidſt his native ſnades, 
To feel no fervor, and expreſs no joy: 
Far different is the ardor of his mind. » + 

„ © COUNTESS... | 

Lou do him friendly juſtice Die the thought 
That wou d debaſe him But, my noble friend, 
Can you inform me who is this Lapont? 


3 M5. 


10 THE CASTLE OF MONTVAL, . 
| MARQUES. | 
As I have heard, a tenant's orphan fon, 
Who foſter'd by the hand of the late count, 
Took root within his boſom, | 
And made, from early youth, the humble bien, x 
| oY your dear lord, now claims that honor'd title. 


COUNTESS. . 
He looks unworthy of fo high a place. 


is fair demeanour, and obſequious bendings, 
Delight not me.—I like more ſimple manners. 
Malignant meanings play about his lips ; 

While, ever and anon, upon his brow, 

Buſhy and black, dark fraud and paſſions lour, 
Spite of his. caution to coaceal their wks 
How like you him? 5 


- - MARQUIS, | 
In truth I know him not. 
Vet, I am free to think, and free to ſay, 
He never 3 have been my _ friend: 
COUNTESS. | 
Nor ſhall be Montval's, —Nothing that 8 ignoble 
Shall win his confidence, or gain his ear, 
I can influence. But more of this 
As time ſhall ſerve.—To you, without reſerve, = 
I pour out the emotions of m ſoul. | | 
| Enter BLArsz. | 
The Count of Colmar, madam, waits your preſence, 
' COUNTESS.” | 
I come, good Blaiſe, ¶ Exit Buarer) But pray inform 
me, marq, | | 
Who i thi viſitor? Le GE ee CRUE EI FO eee 
MARQUIS» 


A TRAGEDY, _ <= 
MARQUIS. 5 
| | The choſen friend 
of the late count, and worthy well the title. 
COUNTESS. 
Then go we to him, for I reverence e. 


When dignified with honorable virtues. 
| | ¶ Exeunt. 


SCENE Changes to the great gothic Hall of the Caſtle. 7 8 


Enter the Count and RA in cloſe . 


„ 
| My good Lapont, remember what wha fiat 
You know its conſequence. | 
* LAPONT. 
| 55 Count, do not doubt me! 
My ſtake is great as your's. But now the money.— 
I have an — . — purpoſe for that ſum. | . 
COUNT. 
How can that be, Lapont? It is not long 
Since you receiv'd a liberal ſupply. 
|  Retain'd, and almoſt maſter in this caſtle, 
What Pay wants | 
LAPONT. 
Aſk you, my lord, what wants? 
Have I not paſſions, think you, like your own, 
That call, and Joudly too, for gratification ? 
Shall I, for ever, eat dependent bread? 
Nor while your power with your life remains, 
Lay up ſome ſtore, for my declining years? 
C2 COUNT. 


12 THE CASTLE OF MONTVAL, 
UNE... 

Nay, my good friend, this heat becomes you not ! 
There is the money; giv'n with free good-will; + 
Tho, think not, if an earthly tomb awaits me, 
That J ſhou d leave thy fortunes deſtitute ! 


LAPONT. 
I dare not run the hazard. 


COUNT. 
Dare not run! 
LAPONT. 
come, come, my lord, we know each other wel: 
But on ſuch knowledge grows not confidence. 
As far as mutual ſecrets may affect 
Our mutual ſafety, we may truſt each other. 
| COUNT. 

* The villain!” (aside) Well, Lapont, no more of this, 
What have I done to waken ſuch ſuſpicion? | 
My gen'rous kindneſs merits better thoughts — 
But I muſt go.—This houſe to me 1s hateful, 
Tho it contains che object I adore.— 

LAPONT. 

Why did you. come, then, if your timid heart, 
Relax d of nerve, ſtarts at its own emotions, 

And dares to do, what it not dares to think of? 
Have you quite loſt the firmneſs of your temper ? 
COUNT, 

I ſeorn my abject ſoul, yet can't command it; 
Deride its childiſh fears, yet feel them ſtill: 
Abſent from hence, I never know theſe terrors ; 
Nor bere ſbou d know them, if but one event 

You gueſs my meaning—ſet my heart at reſt. 


LAPONT. 


4 ] o 
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| | © LAPONT:; ned 
Tis * it en not i bag frond 
But it muſt happen ſoon. - Why, then, nn 
my came you hither, to diſturb your peace, 
And wake the ſleeping torment in your boſom? | 
; , COUNT. _ 

5 Tbe counteſs, whom I worſhip—for did ever 
Such grace and beauty meet thy dazzled eyes ?— 
The counteſs wou'd not be denied this boon. 

Romantic, ardent, viſionary, fond, | 
She ſigh'd to quit the gay and ſplendid world, 
And wander with me, thro' my native ſhades; ; 
Seeing her bent, paſt hope, to quit the court, 
I preſs'd a viſit to the duke her father, 
And feign'd a ſtrong deſire to ſee his caſtle, 
Fam'd we its grandeur, and its wide domain. 
„ - +» LAPONT.- --- 

Feign'd a A re, where you may well —— ? 

What, does a woman govern thus your reaſon, 


And lead her puppet as her fancy leads? 


For ſhame ! for ſhame remember you're a man! 
COUNT. 

Form'd to command, and captivate all hearts,. 5 
I own, her talents, aided by her charms, | 
Make me a ready ſlave to all her wiſhes: © 
What once has got poſſeſſion of her mind, 
She follows with ſuch. fervency of paſſion, 
As cannot brook controul.—Here, then, ſhe 7s; 
But here, tho? ſick at heart, to tear me from her, 
The world ſhou'd not induce my longer ſtay ! 
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She ſoon ſhall follow me: ] will contrive 
To draw her back, by ſome pretence, to Paris. 
While the is here, I ſhall not know repoſe. 
There are the keys; and never may theſe hands 
Feel their cold touch, or know their office more 
[Throws down a bunch of keys on a table, and exit 
baſtily; LaponT as haſtily following and calling 
after him, leaving the keys bebind— 
Stay, count !—T muſt intreat ſome private converſe, 
On matters of great moment, ere we part! — 


END OF THE FIRST ACT, | 
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SCENE I. 


A magnificent Apartment, where the Cov NTES 8, 


the Max Is, the COUNT or COLMAR, and 


. appear OO: 
Corr Esa 

I LOVE to hear theſe tales of former days, 
Which move the mind to uſeſul retroſpection, 
And ſeem to give it new and longer being.—. 
Your rev'rence for my Albert's noble father, 
8 my ſoul.— Tour zeal proclaims his worth. 

cor OF COLMAR. | 


It was tranſcendent! For his noble 3 | 
Gen'rous as kind, to all around diffus d 


Unnumber'd bleflings To the rich, and vary 1 


His gates and hand and heart were ever open, 
With courteous dignity, and temper d ſtate; 
That mix'd with liberal plenty, wiſe ExPENCE 3 | 
Invited eaſe, and yet inſpir'd reſpect; 
Allur'd to mirth, yet baniſh'd noiſy riot. 
He was, what great men ſhou'd be; what, alas! 
knew, but never hope to know againt— 


COUNTESS. - 


6 THE CASTLE Or MONTVAL, 
| COUNTESS. 5 
I wonder, Montval, with the nat'ral pride 
A ſon ſbou d feel, offspring of ſuch a father 
I wonder that his tongue ſhou'd not be laviſh 
On ſuch a theme!—IfT am not miſtaken, 
He loſt his noble mother when a child. 
.I Howht. ./ © 
He 4d. and great the loſs! for ne'er was beauty 
Inform'd with clearer. ſenſe, or ſweeter temper, 
Or deck'tt and dignified: by higher virtue. r p by 
+ NK NA 19 Thane) > 24 JA 
I ſhou'd not grieye that ſhe has 158 been dead 
My poor deſerts wou'd but have been a foil 
To her endowments. 
COLMAR: 


1 O that ſhe. Bad li vd, 1. 


She and the count, ta ſee their only ſon : 
Mated, with beauty, fortune, virtue, bird, 
18 their higheſt dope! 3 


* 
. . - * 7 * od 
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"Wm overrate, . | 
With the warm impulſe of a noble. mind, 


My humble merits: but inform me; 8 nf 
For in his abſence he muſt be * theme 719] 
Did never any-difference ariſq, „ 1 


uch as, too oft? has ris'n 'twixt: We and age— 
Between my r and his __ father? 
| . COLMAR... 5727 
Nothing of moment a I * 2404 leſt 
b rememb/rance. Strict, himſelf, of 13 


Tho' 8 Prafuſe—perhaps he Ae, 
His 


* 


1 


„ er, ues 


His ſon's firſt burſt of manhood rather wild, 
And his expence beyond the bounds of N 3 
This, lady, I have heard, but this was all; 
For never doating parent felt more pride 
In a ſon's talents, and his manly grace, 2 
Than * the count in your accompliſh'd lord's. 
| .  -» COUNTESS. | 

| Thanks, noble fir, for gratifying thus 
The fond ee of a curious woman; : 
Curious to ev'ry, ev'n the leaſt concern, 
Of him ſhe loves.— Marquis, cu allo know 
Enos ahbe add ian Shes, | x 

A1 7 MARQUIS. | 
Late, tho” long enough 
' To ſee; and feel his worth. Some ſix years ſince, | 
Upon a viſit to a noble kinſman, | 
I often found admittance in this caſtle, 
And bn to love, and to revere its lord. 
MATILDA, 

But, my dear counteſs, you forget your purpoſe | 
To viſit the fair terrace, whence the view 
Of Alps on Alps, ſhining with all their ſnows, 
Ober the, dark foreſt of the tow'ring pines, 
At once : delights and elevates the ſoul. — 

- COUNTESS. 

- th well remember' d; and the weſtern ſun 
Muſt, at this moment, pour a golden blaze 
On their white ſummits, and their loſty rocks. 
Dear count, your arm.— Marquis, you'll ſhew the ay, 
| And lead Matilda to her favorite 58 

os | Mt: 271 [Exennt. | 
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- SCENE It 


The great Hall, where enter Bas and TERESA. 


TERESA, © 9 9 
You tell me wonders, F can hardly diet. 
Can you believe the chambers you have mention'd 
: Are really haunted ?: — hn | 
1 BLAKE. *- 
1 | Tis a ſerious truth. — 
= Certain it is, that ere my preſent lord 
2B Forbade acceſs to thoſe; and other rooms, 
Certain it is, ſtrange-noiſes oft” were heard 
At dead of night: deep groans, and creaking _— | 
| | And hurrying ſteps, and hollow murmurings.— | 
: | | ü. ma 1] 
| © lex me ider pls withia th eh 1.52 | | 
Of thoſe apartments I ſhould die with fear 
If I but heard the groans!—Hark !—What was that? 
That N ſound, along the r wor: * 
| : -BLAISE. = 4 
Nought but your r ; or the +nihing wind: 
Againſt the —_ caſements of che hall. 
"yan | 1 
Are the aparemients very far ſow hence? 
BLAISE; ' 1 
Quite at the other extremity of the be 0 ; 
"The: old count lov d them for their pe 1 
„„ TxkESA 785 85 


- Thank Heav 'n! or 1 ſhow'd Wende at my ſhadow; 2} 
But 


But now the troubled 4 cin s ax reſt? 127 25 ant Oh 
No midnight noiſes na]? i = 
Tes, ſtill, 1 night, 1 
: At times I've heard the ſound of paſſing feet 
And creaking hinges: vr AG the groans have long, , 
Long _— OMe a if 
| TERESA. _ 
T he ſpirit, then, has not appear d? 
| LASER. 
| Never+- nor ſince my maſter kept the 1 
Of thoſe apartments, have the groans been heard; | 
For when the rumour once had reach'd his ear, 
Of midnight noiſes and a walking ghoſt, 
He gave ſtrict charge that no.domeſtic more, 
Or paſſing gueſt, ſhould ſleep within bat wing 
Than ſhut it up, and keeps it from all notice, 
\* TERESA. | | 
Think you my lord believes the rooms are haunted? 


BLAIJSE. 
I know not that; but vaſt as is the TRE 


He never felt the want of thoſe apartments, 
And did not like report ſhould circulate 
The wond'rous ſtory of his haunted caſtle; | 
To frighten ſome, to move the jeſt of others, 
And draw a curious gaping crowd around, 
To watch for ſpirits, and diſturb his peace. | 
And who can blame him for the * 2 
TERRA. 0 1 

What wondln my ranks lady Sire ſe - 

| Thoſe haunted rooms I've often heard her talk. 
| D * f Of 
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Of dreadful things, and ſopernatural beings! 
She thinks. ſuch may appear, but fears them not. 
J never knew a lady of ſuch courage !— 
RI. Wa 
Without the keys ſhe cannot enter them. 
Nor has my maſter ever ſhewn them ſince.— 
Nothing wou'd more offend him than to mention b 
So e tale, | 
wake TERESA. 
Well, Blaiſe, another time 
You'll tell me more; I now muſt ſeck my lddy.— 
(As ſbe paſſes by the table ſees and takes up 10 
keys, left by the Count. * | 
What keys are theſe? 
Bl. Alsk. 
Three large ones, and a leſs! 
1 know the larger lead to thoſe apartments 
I rold you of. The leſſer one I know not: 
The count, in haſte to go, has * them here. 
| : TERESA. | 
I'm glad his caution has been once aſleep ; 
' I will convey them to my noble miſtreſs, 
And tell her all the marvels they ſecure.— 25 
Adieu! good Blaiſe, _ 
| BLAISE. 
= My dear Tereſa * "ol 
Truſt them to ine At would diſpleaſe my lord 
If any hint of what I've told were giv'n. 
The counteſs ought from him to hear the ſtory, 


1 he ſhall Judge" it proper to entruſt her. | 


Aenne 


It is not fit for us to interfere 
Inſuch concerns as theſe! 
n 
1 N ay, nay, good friend, _ 
If he has hitherto ne'er truſted you' . 4. 
To keep theſe keys, 'tis odds but he wou'd rather 
My lady guarded them till his return, 
BLAISE. 
IF not to me, entruſt them to Lapont; 
The count in him has perfect confidence. 
TERESA. 
Think you Lapont is truſted like my lady 1. 
To her the doating count has ſtill reveal'd 
His inmoſt thoughts, —He loves her with ſuch paſ 
ſion, 6 , 
And finds his widen ſo ell return d, 
That were his life and honor both at take, 
To her, with free and fearleſs confidence, 
Would both be truſted, —Reſt ur d of this. 
| BLAISE, 
| Enough: you ought to know their hunivurs 1 
But yet my heart miſgives me that ſome trouble 
Will ſurely youuny from theſe forgotten keys. 
0% +» DTRRESA: ** 
Fear wolte J will fave you free from blame, 
15 7 BLAISE, 3 
I was to Kinks for tattling thus about ett: | 
[Exit one way, and Blaiſe the other, who Paſſes 


en Oh back, 


Enter 
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Enter LArox x in great Agitation. 


| h | LAPONT.. 

| . | Where are theſe villanous keys? He left them bv 

| - He /wely did !/—accurſed be my haſte | 
Not to ſecure them, ere I followed him! 
Perhaps old Blaiſe has found them, —If 'tis fo, 

I'll watch and ſound him well, but I will have 'em. 
Yet ſtill, Lapont, beware of anxious queſtions — 
Such wou'd betray an earneſtneſs about them, 
Might lead to curious ſearch, and that to ruin. 

4 Hut yet ſome prudent means muſt be contriv'd 

1 To get them back—'Tis of the laſt importance 
To me, the count, and to our mutual ſafety! — 
This haughty beauty, overaws my ſoul. 

I dare not face the ardors of her eye; | 
It looks a ſcorn I cannot brook, nor bear. 

I dread her empire o'er her doating huſband; 

And if I cannot ſhake 1 it, ſoon will ſeize © | 
Some lucky moment to ſecure my fortune, 

Then leave this caſtle, andi its hated ownels. f 
OE” | 5 (Exit, 


Enter the Manaus, and Mar1LDa. 


MARQUIS. | 
| Repoſe yourſelf! theſe fervent weſtern rays. 


Have overpower'd you. with Wo beat. 
MATILDA. 
18 i to your kindneſs! I am wh reliev's 
And always moſt delighted to receive, 


- r 


— — — en — a rInge oa 
- a * 
* 


— For 
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For prudiſh forms were idle with me now,— 


Repeated proofs of your unvarying love. 
| | «© MARQUIS. 5 


« Generous Matilda! Cou'd my paſſion als! 
© This noble candor wou'd awake its warmth, 


« MATILDA. 


8 Thus—with this pure, with this 1 ingenuous ardor— 
c Thus let us ever act, and ever love! 


But I am pleas'd the counteſs did not mark, 


—Held in cloſe converfe by her noble gueſt.— 
Our quick retreat. I know ſhe's never weary 


Exploring ſuch rare ſcenes as nature here, 
« Exulting, offers the enchanted eye: 
e Sublime, as various; ; beautiful, as wild! p* 
| MARQUIS. 
She is a lovely, and a noble creature! 
ce I never ſaw ſuch ſpirit, and ſuch ſoftneſs, 
ce So high a mind, with ſo much courteſy; 


5 ce Such lofty manners, with ſuch winning grace py 


I truſt the count will merit the rare bleſſing 
Which fortune has beſtow'd, in fuch a wife. 


How did he win her? For ſhe came upon us 


Before you told me half I wiſh'd to know 
Of ſuch a woman, and your choſen friend? ? 
MATILDA. 
This a few wards; by ardent perſeverance; 
His various talents, and his manly grace. 


Let, charming as he is, methinks the counteſs 


Eclipſes him, with her ſuperior luſtre. 


MARQUIS, 
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MARQUIS. | 
Her rank and fortune, too, as I have heard, 
Surpaſs'd his own.—But abſent, long, from France, 
And late return'd to peace and joy and love, 
From all the dangers of the diſtant war, 
I know but little of events at home. 
| | MATILDA. : 
Sole heireſs of the houſe of duke Pontac, 
Her riches, birth, and wond'rous excellence, 
Made her a match for many a ſov'reign prince. 
Such woo'd her; but magnanimous of ſoul, 


« Unſway'd by intereſt, or by vanity,” 


She wou'd not marry, whom ſhe cou'd not love. 
MARQUIS. 

Her houſe is of the nobleſt France con boaſt, 
Which makes me wonder, — tho' the count himſelf 
Bears a fair name, and owns an ample fortune, — 
That her proud father wou'd conſent her hand 
* honour any, but of princely blood! — 

MATILDA, | 

You ww not how he doats upon his OVER 2 
When ſhe aſſur'd him,. for her gen'rous ſoul,, 
Knows no diſguiſe, — that to Montval alone 
Her heart cou'd be preſented with her hand, 
Tho' ſomewhat loth, he gave his ſlow conſent, 
Sanction'd her paſſion, and approv'd her choice. 


And as ſhe never knows a lukewarm feeling 
1 855 was man more ardently belov'd.— 


M AROUIS. 

Fortunate count! O! may his ſoul catch fire 
At her _ flame, and emulate her virtue ! 
| MATILDA. 


9 
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MATILDA. 
You ſeem to ſpeak: as ſomewhat doubtful of him! 
Have = heard aught that might impeach his worth ! 
MARQUIS. 
I truſt: he} is reform'd ; but well ne 
When cloſely link'd with the gay profligates —. 
Which are at once, the ſcourge, and, ſhame of Paris, 
He plung'd, with hem, in all the wild exceſs, 
And all the follies of that ſplendid city.— 
MATILDA. 
1 hope his riper years have ſeen the error. 
| MARQUIS. 18 
1 * they have ; for graver manners mark'd 
His public conduct, ere he knew the counteſs, 
And better maxims ſeem'd to take the lead 
Of ſenſeleſs Pen and deſtructive vice. 
© MATILDA. 
I grieve to hear he was their votary ? 
Ah ! never! never! may his noble bride 
Know that his reputation ſuffer'd blemiſh 
From vice, and follies, which her ſpotleſs heart 
Wou'd mourn cou'd taint the object of its love. 
MARQUIS. 
Be not diſquieted! for once renounc'd, 
vice ſhews too hateful to allure us back, 
And too repulſive, to ſeduce us more * 
But the day wanes.— The counteſs ſoon will join 16 


Then let us enter, and await her preſence,— 
T7  [Exeunt. 


py 2 
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Enter Lapont, and Blaiſe. 
© LAPONT. | 
So honeſt Blaiſe, you think your maſter” IF choice, 
— That lofty counteſs, with her lofty ſcorn— | 
Does honour to his wiſdom, and his taſte * 
7 BLAISE. 2 
Who can think otherwiſe, that ſees her e 
And knows my lady's virtue, wealth, and birth? 
LAPONT. | 
Well, I conſe all zbjs : but then her ſpirit, 
Fer ſpirit Blaiſe, may try thy maſter's temper ! 
She looks as if enamour'd of diſdain, 
And ſhews a diſtance to his old dependents, 
| — Moſt feelingly 1 ſpeak !—as if ſhe fcorn'd 
To notice any, but of nobleſt blood,— — 
I wou'd not ſuch a ſpirit in wife ! 
BLAISE. | 
To me ſhe ſhews no ſymptom of diſdain ; 
Hat 1 is moſt gentle, kind, and condeſcending, 
' LAPONT. 
That s mere caprice; for thou ſhalt feel, ere 3 
Her haughty temper, and imperious ſcorn. 
But now I think on't, haſt thou found ſome keys 
The count, forgetful, left upon his table: ? 
He bade me ſeek them, as in friendly talk, 
He held me to his coach. 


BLAISE. | 
I have them not. 


LAPONT. 


\ 


ee Nor dreams of what importance? 


A TRAGEDY. 2 #3 
__ LAPONT. 
Nay 2 this ſounds ſo like equivocation 1 
Know you who has ? or, did you ſee them here? 
© BLAISE, 
1 need not tell you all I ſee and know. — 
LAPONT. 


a7 


Granted my friend. But yet methinks this anſwer, ' 


Night vex the count. Vou know his haſty temper, 
And know his value for the keys in queſtion, 
Which he has only truſted to my care. g 


It matters not to me. 


BLAISE, 
To ſpeak the truth, 
My lady's favou'rite woman found them here, 
And ſaid ſhe'd, ſtraightway, give them to her wire. 
LAPONT {agitated J 
Give them the counteſs !—run and ſtop her Blaiſe! - 


2 
. 


But yet no matter (fide) © for ſhe knows them not, 


The keys are little worth ; ; Altho' the count, 


For reaſons thou haſt heard, of ghoſts, and groans, 


And ſuch ridiculous, and idle tales, 
Chuſes to have them in his own poſſeſſion. | 
BLAISE. E 
And fo I told Tereſa. 
| | LAPONT {agitated. 7 
So you told her! 


Can nothing ever ſtop thy buſy tongue! 


How dare you thus reveal But never mind, 


What care's » thy maſter for the filly rumours. 


- tis no matter,— 


i Yet, 


35 
* 
45 
i 
. zz 
' 
'=17 
; 
* 
1 
19 
1 
7 
if 
. 
N 
$21 
$55 
. 
$ 
705 
54 
1 
»*_ 
1 
. 
15 
1 
. 
i 6 
F! 1 
1 $ 
T0 bi 
Ci | 
$40 ; 
' = [1 
” , C 
{4 
þ! 4 
£1 þ 
: 
4 \ 
| * 
N 1 
. 2 
i 4 x 
0 
12 18 
- v \ 
ö 1 
* 
4 ' : 
: "I, 
, U 
r - 
1 TE 
4:48 35 
G 4 
. 9 
7 * 
ny 
AM { 
"1: .IM 
4 
TRY + 
. — 
? * 
1 
2 YH 
i 
* 
7 2 
e 93 
17 | 
Wu A 
Cx 
3 
1 
9. 
D 
(. 
50 f 
ill 
© 
* 
'* 


CS — T — — 2 * 
. MP APY on — — = 


... ̃ ̃ — en Ee oe 7 , 
. EEEPC < 
—_— 
none money 


CE LIE 


AT wm by *5 _ 
— — — — » 


2 — — * * wi p - 
— —— — — 9s en 


— — 
_—— — 


— 
- 


3 


MESS. TE 3 
n 
= 2 "at, 


— p —- 


3 
n 


— — „ 
r — 


0 — a4 4 we 1 "4 © 
— — IN een —— 
* 2 — on i ed een rn — 
- —_— — — — — we 


- r 
7 er 


—C — — 2 —— 


— 
3 


— ** — 


— — 
p SI. 
CZ ML A + 
n 8 
. D * — 


1 
+ >. 


"ef 2 


- * 
1 
* 
FE _— 2 — — « _ . „% 
—— — —— ͤ ́—— — 
* 23 eee _ 
wo " - — 


* 8 277 — 5 
F 
Sy woken ay a —_ 

— — 6's oh — * 
* 4 — 2 


=. 
1 


re = * 5 


23 THE CASTLE OF MONTVAL, 


Yet, wou'd thou had'ſt been /ilent !—Go and call 
Young Ambroſe hither. Ive a meſſage for him 
Sent from the count, which I had near forgotten. 
| | [ Exit. Blaiſe, 
I muſt be quick! Deſtruction a1. them all! = 
T (Takes pen, ink, and paper out 
| of his pocket, and writes. 
So—So_" tis W ſure muſt call him back LS 
With eager haſte— | 
/ ( Ambroſe enters.) 
Come hither my good lad; 
Clap on thy ſpurs: ſaddle the fleeteſt horſe 
Thy maſter owns, and gallop aſter him | 
With thy beſt ſpeed. —Ir ſhall be well rewarded! 
Waking or ſleeping ſay thou com'ſt from me, 
And give this letter to his hand alone.— 
|. AMBROSE. 5 
. Your pleafure ſhall be done. I know the road, 
cc And can o'ertake the Count ere one o'clock. 
2 | ER . dmbrye 
ä 
Ah! might he meet my wiſh, he 9 now were here? 
Pl ftrive to watch the counteſs, till he comes, 
And counteract the miſery I dread,— 
Cou'd I invent ſome pretext might induce her 
To follow her lov'd lord !—Yes,—that were well, 
Curſe on his tenderneſs !---had I been by, 
Or had I once ſuſpected her proud nature, 


I wou'd have interfer'd to ſpoil their TATE. | ; 
But 


( \ 


„ | A'TRAGEDY- 7 ag 


But cou'd I meet Tereſa ere ſbe enters, | 
Much trouble and much terror might be ſpar'd. |, 
Curſe on thoſe keys ?---guarded with ſo much care, = 
Recover'd once, they ne'er ſhall ſcape me more; i 
Or if they. h d, they ſhall not then betray me.--- | 

X r | 


„. 
END OF THE SECOND ACT; 


THE CASTIE or MONTVAL, - - 


ACT. in. 


SCENE I—The Great Hall. Enter the CounTess' 
and the CounT of Colmars. 


| COUNTESS. 
Tempted by all the beauties of the ſcene, 
Which caught new graces from the ſetting fun, 


1 prougat not 'twas ſo late. 
COUNT. 
Tis cloſe of day. 
COUNTESS. 

So long ſhut up in all the ſmoke of Paris, 
Loathing its noiſe, but more its hurrying life, 
Where ev'ry moment's fil'd, yet little done, 

« By feeling hallow'd, or approv'd by reaſon;“ 
Theſe balmy.breezes, whiſp'ring health and peace, 
And the ſoft calm that ſteals upon the ſoul, 
Turning its thoughts to meditations high, 
And converſe ſweet, made me forget the hour. 
I hope the dews will not affect your health? 

| COUNT. 

By choice, accuſtom'd to a country life, | 
My nerves are ſtrung to every change of ſeaſon, 
And brave, alike, the noon and midnight air. 
You are too good to think of an old man 
With ſo much kindneſs ! 


Covun- 


A AGD. | 
_ COUNTESS. | 
Ven rable yourfelf, 
Mere you not Albert's father's. choſen friend: 
And can my heart be cold to fuch a claim? ) | 
FCC SEO 2004 574 

Your approbation charms, and honours me. 
But now tis time to thank yout courteſy, 
And take my leave. * 

COUNTESS. 
| What, at ſo 155 an a 
We quarrel if to-night you quit the caſtle. 
COUNT. 

What ſhall 1 ſay? Commanding every wear 
Mine bends before you, and obeys your pow'r. 
But, with your leave, I muſt diſpatch my ſervant, 
T'inform my wife and daughter of my purpoſe, | 
Left they expect and wait my late return. | 

' COUNTESS: = N 
At your good pleaſure, ſir. 211 be 


[Exit Count of Colmar. 


[Counteſs calls out Ho! call Terefa! 


Enter TerxtSA. 
TERESA. | 
©! my dear lady! I have heard ſuch things ! 
cours. 
What things, Tereſa ?—What new fable now 
Excites thy wonder, and awakes thy fear ? 
TERESA. 


} 


| Ranks madam, at theſe keys! Blaiſe gs they 


open 
The haunted: rooms 
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Courrzas 
You rave ! What haunted rooms ? 
© TERESA. © | 
Where a wild ſpirit walks, and groans by night ; ; 
And rattles chains and locks, and ſhakes the doors! 
COUNTESS. 
Doſt thou not dream? What idle e is this? 8 
Give me the keys How came they in your hands? 
And wa unknown apartments do they _ L 


Edi: \ "TERESA. a 
"The good old count's: he died in one * them. 
COUNTESS. 


And what of that? Somewhere we all nw die. 
Is this a reaſon why the rooms are haunted ? 
TERESA. | 
1 my lady, it is very true ! 5 
Theſe dreadful noiſes, and theſe groans wars VOY 


And ever ſince the rooms have been lock'd up, 


And the count keeps the keys aaa 
COUNTESS. | 
| The count J. | 
1 TERESA. 
Yes, madam : nor has any perſon ſince, 
* himſelf, preſum'd to enter them. 


COUNTESS. 
Then by what means have you procur'd the 
_ . 


} 


As 11 was ne madam, in the hall, 
With good old Blaiſe, 'I found them on the table: 
He told me what they open'd : and the count, 


* ſome ſtrange . muſt have forgotten them, 


A TRAGEDY:: | 


In hurry to. depart ; for till that hour 
Kept with the greateſt caution— 
| COUNTESS [inzrrufting her). 
You may go. 
Let not this fooliſh tale eſcape your lips, 
Nor proſtitute my Montval's honour'd name, 
By bringing it in proof of ſuch romance! 
Deſire my friends wou'd ſup, nor wait ny coming. 
| | Exit Tereſa. 


I'm loft i in 8 What can all this mean? 
But I will know if I have ſeen theſe rooms:: 
Perhaps I kave, unconſcious of their fame. 

No, no | the caſtle's vaſt and intricate, - 
And if ſome myſt'ry hangs o'er theſe apartments, 
The count had mention'd it while ſhewing them. 
Ha! I remember now, before we parted, 
He anxious ſeem'd that I ſhould wait his preſence, 
To wind th' entire lab'rinth of his caſtle !— 
I hate concealments !---They alarm and wound me, 
From him, to whom, without diſguiſe, my heart 
Is always open, and ſhou'd know, alike, 
The ſecret thoughts and foldings « of his own! 
Before the night is paſt, Il ſee theſe chambers ! 
Thinking no ill, I fear none.—Innocence | 
Is the beſt buckler, and the ſureſt guard 
'Midſt every danger, and for every fear. 

(As ſhe ts going out, meets ban rm 4 


A word, Lapont !---Say, did you ſee my lord 
After he left me to proceed to Paris? 
F 
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To be, ſo ſoon, divided from your arms. 


But tho der n has cut me to the quick, 


34 THE CASTLE Or MONTVAL, 


Ves, madam. 
|. COUNTESS. 
Did he ſend me any meſſage 4 
„ LAPONT. -, 


None, lady, but his love and deep regret 


But though he ſent no meſſage, he expreſs'd 
An earneſt wiſh that you wou'd follow him, 
As n this buſineſs might demand his abſence. 
cCourrkss. 
Long might demand .- He ſaid not fo to me ! 
| LAPONT. 
Madam, if I may counſel— 
COUNTESS {koughtily interrupting kim). 
| You may counſel! 


| Pray know yourſelf, Lapont !-—I always * | 


My equals, or my heart, my counſellors, 


In the nice points of duty, or of love. 
My noble gueſts may offer their advice; 
But you preſume in giving, till I aſk it. 


1 E LE. f 
School'd and contemn'd|! | n on has pie S 
Yet, high as ſhe may think herſelf above me, 


And far beyond my puny. pow'r to touch her, 
J yet may reach, and daunt her tow'ring ſoul ! 1 


I wou'd almoſt riſł my life to humble her !---. 
Too well, before, I mark'd her ſcornful eye; 
It ſeem'd to penetrate my inmoſt ſoul l- 


Fey 


? * 
% OF. — — * * 
CAT . 


1 joy to think che batpoum no ſuf] picion, 

About the keys, and their important truſt, 

All, then, is yet ſecure !---Cou'd I but meet 
Her fav'rite woman, whoſe unguarded tongue 
Tells all its knows, and whoſe unbounded We 
Dread ev'ry paſſing ſound, much might be done! 
But, to my wiſh, ſhe comes! | 


| Enter Tears, haſftih.. 
Why, thus, In haſte? 
| TERESA. 
My terrors "brqught me here? 
LAPONT. 
Rh, What cauſes them ? 
| Why, fits pale fear upon thy lovely brow, 
Like clouds that intercept the chearful day, g 
Obſcuring all its charms? 
TERESA. | | 
| | You flatter, firz __ 4 
But I have cauſe, and cauſe enough for fear! 
© 1,_ , LAPONT. 

What cauſe, my fair one ? Whiſper it to met! 
You know not, yet, your influence oer my heart, 
Nee cannot taſte content, while you are ſad. 

| TERESA, 

O! you Om, doubtleſs, heard the Heal tale, 
Of midnight noiſes, and the haunted rooms ? 

| LAPONT. _ 

What ! ! has imprudent Blaiſe betray'd the ſecret. 
For only he and I are privy to it--- | 
The count has guarded with ſuch jealous care? 
F 2 N ä 


NG, 


6 THE CASTLE o MONTVAL, 
That garrulous old fool muſt ſtill be talking, 
And only death can ſtop his buſy tongue! 
No doubt he told you ev'ry circumſtance ! 1 | 


TERESA. 

He did! he did! And ſhall die with "3a 
If forc'd to wind the long dark galleries, 
Without one friend to hear or comfort me!! 

| LAPONT.. 8 

I' be zbat friend, if you will take my counſel. 

Beware you mention not this marv'llous ſtory REDS = 
Among the ſervants ! *'Twou'd offend the count, 

And loſe his favour But, ill more beware 

Not to be prying for the troubled ſpirit !— 

Once I but tried to open the apartment, 

Daringly curious! where it nightly walks, 
Groaning, and clanking chains, and ſpouting fire; 

When ſuddenly my hand received a ſhock, 88 

And then my Heart, which long as life remains of A 

I ſhall remember! Heav'n forbid the hand 

Which took ſome keys were left upon this table 

Shou'd open with them the myſterious chambers! * 

, o_—_ | 
Unhappy wretch ! O! heav'n have mercy o on ; me! 
Why did 1 take thoſe unknown fatal keys, 
And then deliver them to my dear lady? 


LAPONT (E | | | | 
What! 1 bas the counteſs got, the fatal keys] * 


. 
2 * 


ä TERESA, 


She bas! She has !—"Twas 1who gave them her! 
LAPONT PREY) 


And did you talk to ber about the ghoſt? | 
TERESA, 


A TRAGEDY. | * Ez 37 
De, 
0 U Alas I told her every thing!” 
1 LAPONT can | 


What did id ene IE bot. 
| TERESA. rareſt © 
She treated it with LY h 


And if wee'c: can't perſuade her from her purpoſe, 
Her dauntleſs ſoul, which mocks my. prudent fears, 
Will ſurely tempt her to her own ee | 
I 1... LAPONT-.'' 1 
| | Prevail with her to wait * counts return: > 
| She knows his fondneſs can deny her nothing 
And if ſhe loves him, ſhe will ſhun his amr * 
By circulating, once again, the tale 
His better judgment took ſuch pains to ſilence: 
But ſhouid your warning voice be diſregarded, 5 
Think you ſhe'll dare to enter thoſe N 5 
* Even ——— - 2 . 
| | TERESA. 
No, FE not by FP | 
But in the morning ſhe Il not fail to view them. 
Pray you, good fir, attend me to the room 
Where fit the ladies women! 


. * b 1111.7 5 * LAPONT. | 
I wil guard you. | 
Make me your confident, whatever befalls, 
And it may ſave you from 1 ſome. dire misfortune! * 8 
ie [Goes out with her, but * ſooh returns. 
This proud and daring woman ſhakes my ſoul ! 
She curbs my power, and baffles all my art. 


What can be 1 5095 2 1 dread her erp diſcernment ! ! 
If 
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3. ij - THE CASTLE OF MONTVAL, 
If the explores the chambers, I am loſt ! 
Yet, ſhe may ſearcb, and ſearch, and not diſcover, !— 
There lies ſome comfort! Let her pauſe * 
And I'll defy her prying ſpirit after. 
To- morrow's early dawn will bring the count, 
And then I earneſtly will urge a nivalure 
Shall bid good - night, for ever, to our fears. 
If he deny me, he muſt ſtand the trial, 
But ſtand alone; for I'll abandon him 
Is all the ſhame and peril. of his fate. 


[ Exit. 
' SCENE—Changes to the * 2 
Where. appear the r F Col Manx, the Bannern and 
 MarziLDa. 
MATILDA. 


1 "Sb the counteſs has fotignes perſelk, 
Did you not mark her heavy alter d _ a 
. 
14d: but more there ſeem d to me of — 
Of careful thought, in her expreſſve 85 : 
| Than wearineſs.—— | «112; 
\ Man | 
| I own, I think with.» you 5 — 
A ſomething ſurely preſſes on her mind, 
To cauſe this ſudden, change. —When ſhe return'd 
Was ws Wys abſent, and abſorbed i in thought? 
| co r. 
Quite the reverſe ! Her walk had giv'n her ſpirits 
Enchanted with the glories of the ſcene, | 
Her pure and animated heart expanded 
At feeling, once again, the country's freedom, 
And all the charms of renovated nature. 


MARQUIS; 


3 akwis. dei geg aws 
The dullneſs, and the lour of little minds, 
Like the thin clouds that fleet before the breeze, 
Affect me not: but when ſuperior ſouls 
Turn inwards on themſelves, with ſuch deep muſing, 
The cauſe 1 is weighty, and I dread th“ event. 
e 
Take it not thus! We all have rious adi 
Which oft' depend on thoughts we can't command, 
Born of thoſe exquiſite nerves, whoſe finer tones 
Diſcordant thrill, we know not how or why. 
MATILDA. 
Yet mov'd without a cauſe, I never knew her, By 
Free as ſhe is from vapours or caprice, 
And of a temper even, firm, and chearful. 
| Profoundly touch'l ſhe very rarely is ; 
4 man but to ſome important purpoſe. 
| MARQUIS. 
My dear Matilda, do not be alarm'd ! 
I truſt your love, and not your judgment, conſtrues | 
A ſerious manner into ſerious care. | 
Remember too, that her dear lord is abſent ; - 
For the firſt time, divided from her arm 
This, to a heart ſo finely ſtrung as her's, 
«Is cauſe enough to give her penſive moments.“ 
MATILDA. | . 
Alas! I fear, there is ſome other cauſe; :.. 
Tho? whence it cou'd ariſe I cannot t gueſs. 
Marquis, 
And is there need of other l her ſadueſs > 
From the warm temper of your tender heart, 
Which, form'd for pureſt love, but light efteems 
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40 THE CASTLE OF MONTVAL, 
Its own peculiar joys— with pride I ſpeax— 
When parted from the object of its choice; 
From your own heart, judge truly of your friend. 
16 4001 len 
„ Your kind and generous nature, well I aw, 
„Would guard my timid ſoul from ev'ry care. | 
« But yet, remember, your own fears erewhile ! ! 
| MARS. 3 
2 Thoſe fears were premature.—Be ſatisfied ! 
Ce Nothing but Montval's abſence, reſt afſur'd, 
Has clouded over the fair counteſs' brow.” 
| © MATILDA. — 
Pray heav'n it beſo !—But the count can tell us, 
From his long intimacy in the caſtle, 
What is the charnder of this Lapont. 
The counteſs likes him not. 
| | ' COUNT. 
She ſhews her judgment. 
His foul a compound is of art and vice :— 
Before his death, my friend diſcarded him 
For poiſoning the morals of his ſon, 
By his baſe counſels. Vile ingratitude ! 
For all the honors, and the favors done him ! 
And, I confeſs, it touches me with wonder, „ 
And, I may add, with grief, to ſee the 8 1 
Th' accompliſh'd ſon of ſuch a matchleſs father | 
Careſs a inn who diſgraceds bon? 
MATILDA. 

No 10 that my friend, ſo pure herſelf, 
Should feel repulſion at the wretch's preſence. 
O ! if the count reſpects her as he ought, | 
He will abandon. —But the counteſs comes.— 


| A TRA. 4h 


Enter the CounTEss. ' 


You'll pardon me, my friends, this little abſence. . | 
To-morrow ſhall atone for my omiſſions. OE 
With you I ſhall be under no reſirajne. . 8 


How wears the night? 3 1 ; 
| is 1931661 $11 A, 
COUNT. 160565 0er 
*Tis a late hour for ſober folks like me. 
| i COUNTESS: oof b buns 1 


After u our walk, we all muſt wiſh to a. 


And ſweet the ſleep that waits on exerciſe | 


May it be your's, my friends, and ſo good-night * 


Bring in the lights 


[Servants attend with Jlights.] - 


Attend my noble gueſts 
Unto their ſeveral chambers !==Nay! no form! 
MARQUIS. _ - MATILDA, _ COUNT. 


Fair be pou dreams Adieu Lady, good night 


. [Exeunt. 


COUNTESS. 
That's as it may be —As the ſpectre wills, 


Which haunts my fancy in a thouſand ſhapes, 
And will not quit my troubled ſoul one inſtant - 


4 


« If I knew what to fear, it leſs wou'd- move me: 
Yet rather apprehenſion tis, than terror; 

A ſolemn feeling, than a weak diſmay.— 

Were not the name of him I love, involvd 


In this miſhapen tale, I ſhould deſpiſe itt! 


This makes me ſilent to my noble aceſts,c, 2.0] 


'Yet!!—And 1 Jeſs the thought 1—This Lobi ſtory. 
| "Oo have indue d the Coum ,—and PE too— 
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To lock up the apartments ; left bis peace, 

And pride, ſhould ſuffer. blewiſh from the rymour, - 

Spread widely round, and tur · d, and magnified, 5 
As ignorance, and ſuperſtition prompted — — 

This ſhall allay the tumult in my b breaſt, g 

And flatter downy ſlumber to my-pillow !— ' 

To-morrow then What ho! Tereſe there! . 


Call up Tereſa 1 Twas a blefled thought! ITY 
: n * done, juſt as my lord has done! 


OTH þ 
807 ft II 


Enter TzREsR, wenig. . 
ine cothfrans: 12 0 1 ns 
To ol thou trembie ? Is it at. why ade 2 
| iA. e gut- 1 
Þ O! ber nat eee rc but a. — 
12 en (eure | 
| | TERESA. | 
What ras has told: what dreadful things 


La COUNTESS. 
F 111 | 
pont: | TERESA. 

: | 0 ! he has. often heard the ghoſt, 


And ſwears: that trying to unlock the deen 
It gave him ſuch a ſhock 1, F 1 
X «0:1 COUNTESS.. e 9 4 6 
3 E 5 
Ahl for the 30 of Heaven nv the keys, 
eee, ae eee 155 [4-234 
18 ſo er- now re ven i 0 20 =} 24147 
© ich nildog — lee 12% 
| cr 17%; bd Only, Lapont — 
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1 aA. 8 4; 


Go -o to bed -The and my _ women! 10 
1 ſhall. not need your ſęrvices to ni bem [2imnund 7 
But not a word to them about the ſpectre 
On my diſpleaſure, ſilence to them, and.all > . 
Yer, as you go, bid honeſt Pale come hither /! "uy 
Ei TanEGX. 
My ſoul's on fire -I will be atixfied, | 
Betide what may !—Lapont-ig'in the Plot !— 
I've heard there are antipathies in nature, 
And he is mine Why ſhould my lord careſs ian ? 
And yet he does Careſs, with conſidenee. 
Nay, makes a favourite of the dangerous villain « . 
But why a villain?— Tis his face alone, | 
The damning characters imprinted there, 
That make me ent him fo —1 hope, unjuſtly. — 


Enier Barss. OR OR 
Lady, 112 ſervant humbly waits youre 4 ders e 
| COUNTESS.” SEE 5 


Blaiſe! if your face belies you not, you're e honeſt, ? 
Honeſt, I hope, and firm: ſay, ſhall I truſt you? 
BL Als. | 


Lady, ny hand, heart, life, are at.your | bidding!“ 2 | 


COUNTESS. _ 4h 
I'll rtever tempt thee toa dangerous "ck * 
Nor to & deed that ſhall diſhonour thee! ! LS 
Thou can ' ft be ſecret too? _ hy 3 
FVV 
Elſe were I baſe, | 
And little merited this condeſcenſion. 
COUNTESS. N 
Be ſilent, or you forfeit my eſteem * 
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44 THE CASTLE OF MONTVAL. 


: You know the rooms which idle rumour ſays 
Are haunted by a ghoſt ?—What i is their number? 2 


BLAISE. 
An Ine a bed chamber, and cloſer. 
COUNTESS. . 
Direct me to them !— | 
« BLAISE. (aftoniſted) b 
5 Madam !— © 
= _ * COUNTESS. - 
25 L No reply 1 
I aſs at 3 and am bent to clear 
Theſs uſeful chambers, of their ill report. 
| ©  BLAISE. (terrified) | 
Lady : ingoad; my duty makes me ſpeak.— 
© COUNTESS. | | 
I've id 1 it all, and know 'tis ſome impoſture. 


Be thou my guide ! for I will paſs this night, 


pawn the chamber where the ſpirit walks ! 
: -  BLAISE: 
Now, Heav' n forbid — 
COUNTESS. 
No more of fooliſh fears ! 
Ev'ry attempt were vain to ſhake my purpoſe : 
A chearful book and lights are all I need 
To comfort, or defend me: Thou ſhalt arch 
In th' anti-chamber by. Now to my cloſet, 


And thenceattend me to the haunted rooms. 


[Exeunt, 


' END OF THE THIRD ACT. 
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SCENE. I. 


The Antichamber 10 the Saloon 


; ate Leh and Tana. OY 07 « 
TERESA. | 


4 I fear ſhe's gone to that apartment... 
h LAPONT. 
I wonder at ſuch raſhneſs Are you ſai: 
Your noble Tp 4 is not in her chamber? 
TERESA. _ 5 
Wou' d that ſhe were! She bade me call up Blaiſe, | 
And from that moment neither have been ſeen, 
| 'LAPONT. 
It muſt be ſo !—Each circumſtance confirms it: 
She ſent for him to ſhew the haunted rooms, 
But little knows the dangers ſhe may run, 
By braving the inexorable ſpirit! 
I 2 by proof, its fierce vindictive natures, 
TERESA. 
O Heaven! Dear, kind Lapont, do not deſert us! 
How ſhall we ſave the too preſumptuous Counteſs? 
| _ _ be loſt if you cannot aſſiſt her. 
ee SOOT. - 
Be calm 70 ſave her life Tu riſk my own. 
1 yet 


46. THE CAS TEE OH MONTVAL, 


I yet, perhaps, may be in time to warn her. 
From a bold enterpriſe may prove her ruin; 


Caution and prudence, will do more than courage, 


Where we encounter ſuper natural things. 


* the profoundeſt ſilence ſeal your lips! 
TERESA. 

O1 doubt me not l. In all you ſhall direct. 
But, pray! inform me of the Counteſs' ſafety: 
My fears wi al moſt kill. me till you come. 

LAPONT. | 
Go t to your. chamber, where. remain in peace 


*Till I ſhall ſeek you. Save your Lady's credit, 


And doing fo, the honor of this houſe, 


By keeping all a ſecret from her gueſts, — - 


This is of more importance than you think. 


Truſt alto me vou hall know more hereafter ; 


For my fond heart beats warmly in your favor. — 
PII fee you fafe, and then will ſeek the Counteſs, R 
4 to wy friendly counfel, and fear nothing. 

155 SERIE eee Eleni. 


e 15 902 


Changes 10 4 rede Chamber, with'a n Bed, in 
an Alcove. The - Hangings of the Malls J. apeſtry ;— 
a Couch, with a Table before it, on which is a Book® 
and Lights. The CounTEsS appears roma + to 
reren who ts FIRE and trembling. . ih 


. | COUNTESS. | 
'Tis well e this tremor? 7 J 8 ther aught. | 
To move thy fear? —— C 


* LY 


1 


1 
hy 
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Fob 2 ad * . «32 4 4 a4 


15 . BL Alsk. idw o 
| | Dok 12371 v wi can i tell 
How ſoon the ghoſt 1 Tis after twelve 0 clock! ' 


COUNTESS. 
Poor Blaiſe !—I ſee how terror and obedience. 


Wage war within thy heart be not diſmay'd! 

I doubt. I may have chos n a ſtouter guard: 

However, Blaiſe, thy valor ſhall not nd 

A trial too ſevere. If I cry help. W 

Which will not be; aſſure thyſelf it will | not— 

| Alarm the, houſe; ; elſe watch without, in Klense. 
BLAISE, (as gee out). 3 11 

Thank Heav n I am diſmiſs'd!—Wou'd morn 

' were, come!” |. [Exit Bragg. 


'SÞ 


| COUNTESS. : 
And now to ſcrutinize this marvellous chamber. 
Ir i is a noble one; and might be turn'd 
To better purpoſe, than to harbour ghoſts !— 
The tapeſtry is rich, and little worn: 
The bed is ſumptuous ;—every thing complete, ' 
And all in order:. 
1 can find nothing, yet, to cauſe alarm; 
And, doubtleſs, all has ſprung from ſuperſtition, 
The child of ignorance, and ſlaviſſi fear 
But why this ſmaller key ſuſpended hence? 
The lighteſt trace of any other door 
Cannot be found: except the dreſſing- room; — 5 
That's open; and this key fits not the lock. — 
But what it leads to, is not worth conjecture.— | 
I'll to my book; and geeping, for this night, 
Upon that conch, perhaps may dream of ghoſts, - 
Which, 
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8 THE CASTLE OF MON TVI, 
| Which, , waking, I have neither heard, or ſcen. | 


17 akes up the: book, but preſently reclines 
on the couch, and begins to dy 2 


1 1 


„% 

Changes to the Anti-Chamber, where BLA ISE is ſeen 
gently opening the Door a dne en n to the 
inner A e. 855 | 


| © BLAISE. | 
Thank Heav'n! all's quiet, and my lady het 
I truſt the horrid ſpectre is at peace, 
And ne 'er will come to trouble us again! 
O! that a woman ſhould poſſeſs ſuch courage 
„„ 
len opens {be outward door, /a wing 
. 
Hiſt! hiſt! Blaiſe! hiſt! 
Bl. Alsx. 
Mercy ! what noiſe was hat 
„ 
It is a friend! Lapont! be not afraid 
I come to guard, and not to injure thee !— 
© BLAISE. 
| Now, Heav'n be prais'd ! I fear'd it was the ohoſt 
Enter, good Sir! O! welcome, kind Lapont! 
I am exceeding glad to ſee you here! 
| LAPONT. 
I know thou art. . But where's thy noble lady? =, 
Bo ' BLAISE. | 
Huſh! huſh She's faſt aleep i in bande chamber. 
LAPONT. 


«0: TRAGEDE... D ur og 


LAPONT. (Pleaſed and eagerly) 
Aſleep d'ye ſay Are you quite ſure ſhe ſleeps ? 


BLAlsSE. 
Come gently this way, and en may ſee her. 
Look thro' the dong. ni „ dn a0 lr Sibbe ö 
| LAPONT, eee” 3: Wh 


Thank Heav'n! ſhe is Sep 
Slant be her ſlumbers !—Then we, ſtill are ſafe! 
How * is't ſince ſhe enter'd theſe armen, 
| ers COT R 
Scarcely, I think, an hour has paſt away : 
Ere 1 ſet all in order, and came hither, 
LAPONT. 
Did ſhe diſcover no ſurpriſe, or terror, 
On leaking round the gloomy haunted room? 
Lu. 
No! not the leaſt. | 
LAPONT. 1 NES 
Nor have you heard her des | 
Exclaiming loud? nor have the ſound of locks, + - 
Or hollow groans, or creaking hinges ſear d you? : 
| BLAISE. 
Nothing! O! Heaven! 1 tremble at the chought | 
 LAPONT. Mk 
Why art thou here? Was it by her . 
Thou thus art plac'd her patient centinel ? 
© BLAISE. | 
It was: and ſtrictly that command enjoin'd 
That I ſhou'd watch, in filence, till I heard 
Her voice demanding help. 
LAPONT. 
I'm ſatisfied. 


* BLAISE, 
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| BLAISE.- 
- But who, Lapont, inform'd you I was here? 
| LAPONT. 

"Tereſa ficaling to her lady's chamber 
And finding ſhe was abſent, in a fright 
Ran ſtraight to me: I quickly gueſs'd the plot, 
And came to warn, or help, as things requir'd. 
Bur ſince ſhe is aſleep, I truſt the ghoſt 
Will not appear-to harm, or trouble her. — 
"Tis paſt thet time when it is wont to walk. 


BLAISE. 


But if i ſhou'd !! 
TAN. 
Be you upon the watch, 


And ſee, from time, to time, the Counteſs ſleeps ! 
Her ſafety may depend upon this caution. — 

If any noiſe is heard; as groans, or talking, 

Or creaking doors, or ſound of opening locks, 
Run, quick, to me, — I'll watch in my own room 
And give — !—Be wakeful on thy life — | 


[Exit 
BLAISE. (As be goes out. ) | 


Of truſt me, good Lapont ! I will not fail. 
[Shuts the door cautiouſly, of the inner 
'. Chamber, then takes a cordial bottle 
| from his pocket and drinks. _ 
My mind is more at eaſe: This ſhall ſupport me., 
'Tis half paſt one, and my old eyes are heavy: 
There is no danger from the ghoſt to night! 
So I may ſafely venture, like my lady, 
Io court the comfort of refreſhing ſleep... . 
Puſbes an arm chair behind the ſide ſeene 1 


| to repoſe in, and Exit. 
| | 1 SCENE 


A TRAGEDY, = 31 


SCENE Iv. 5 


Changes to the Tuner Chamber, abi whilh hs Cos Ne 
rss till doſes ; a long and deep Groan is heard, foe 
farts, one half rift ng, exclaims. - * 


COUNTESS. 
Did I not hear ſome noiſe?—Or was't the wind? 
[Another deep groan ; on which ſhe flarts 
up, greatly agitated. - os 
| What diſmal ſound was that ?—Whence cou'd it 
come! 

[ Repeated groans. 1 5 8 
Again !—again !—It came from that alcove ! q | 
Be not appall'd, my ſoul \— Thou'ſt done no wrong! 
[As ſhe advances, with. great emotion to- 
wards the alcove, another groan is more 

diſtin#tly heard. 


| Almighty God ! if *tis ſome troubled ſpirit , „ 


Permitted, by thy will, to walk by night; 
Give me the grace to ſend it to the grave, 
Whate er his cauſe of miſery, in peace! 
[ More groans ; ſhe ftarts aghaſt. 3. 
O el |—appear reveal the ſecret trouble 
That forceth thee to leave the ſilent tomb, _ 
And roam *midſt darkneſs, and the midnight ain! 
| [Groans repeated. 
Now Heav'n ſuſtain me, and enlighten me, 
| To fathom this dread ſecrer Hence! e'en hence 
The moaning iſſued, as if under ground! 
oo [She looks with wild bor, or % the 
alcove. 5 


Wa i. Yet, 


32 THE CASTLE OF MONT VAL, 
Yet, more diſtin, as from ſome hollow cavern ! 
Hah !—From the tapeſtry !—My ſoul's wound up 

To utmoſt agony of dread ſuſpenſe,” 0 

And I ſhall madden if 

[ Lifts up @ looſe part of the at, . 
di {covers a door. | 
What's here A door ! 
A ſecret door! And this the fateful key | | 
1 ' [Haftily ate bing the E's - unlocking th the 
| door. | _— : 
That leads to Shar at once, I wiſh; and fear ! KL 
[ Groans very diſtin.) 

Nay, then, there i is no pauſe Narrow, and dark, 
And ſteep, as is the way, and chill the air, 
Something impels me on, and I muſt go! 

Be God my great protector, and my guide! 

¶ She diſappears, but ſoon ruſhes back with 
., Jooky of amazement and horror.] 
Eternal pow rs l ſaw it thro? the gloom ! ; 
Tho? indiſtin& !—T heard its, hollow groans !— 
They pierc'd my heart, and curdled up my blood !— 
Baſe fears! Why haye ye "thus ſubdued my ſoul! 
If it ſhou'd follow, J will ſpeak to it. — 
Hark lt approaches 01 ye pow'rs above! 
Equal my courage to the dread occaſion _ 
= [The tapeſtry is lified up ſlowly, aid dif- 

Ht ” | 3 coper;s 1 the pale, and Paggard, vet reve- 
| 3 figure of an Ola Man, with a Jong 

. . "white Beard, and 4 ifordered hair, and | 

dreſſed i ina long flowing | black robe, obo 

| Speaks; as be W 

1 . CS 4 OLD 
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rer oo 
| OLD MAN. 1 $8 1 
This way it beckon'd me, and I will follow. 
CL [Seeing the Counteſs,. be is awe Ae and 
exclaims.] | 
What heavenly viſion's this W of light! 
Say]! Art thou come,—ſo long, ſo often call'd 1— 
To end my miſery, and bear my ſpirit, 
n it, at laſt, may reſt - 
| COUNTESS. - ( Approaching) = 
Art thou the ghoſts 
OLD MAN. 
I am, indeed, the ſhadow of myſelf, 
| my former ſelf But what art thou, bright viſion? 
| | COUNTESS. 
A weak, and erring creature, like thyſelf. — | 
OLD MAN. | 
If not an angel, as! fondly hop'd! 
Come to releaſe me from my ſecret dungeon; 
Where lingering years of agonizing grief, 
And racking pain, without one ray of comfort, 
Have bow'd me down in hopeleſs miſery !— 
Why art thou here? And wherefore didſt thou come 
To ſhoot one cheering glance arhwart my gloom, | 
Then quick withdraw the beam? | 
” * * COUNTESS. © | 
Years, didſt thou Gay! 
Years haſt thau languiſh'd in that dreary place, 
The very glimpſe of which appall'd my ſoul? 1 
OLD. MAN. 
Alas! 'tis very long, or ſo it ſeems, 
To one who only knows to count the hours 
10 the chill dampe that drop upon his head, 
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54 THE CASTLE OF MONT VAL, 
Or by his ſighs, and tears !—'Tis very long ! 
Since I was torn from the dear light of day, 
*Reft of all comfort, and cut off from man 
COUNTESS. 
I'm almoſt breathleſs with th. and pity, 
And ſcarce can aſk if Montval if my huſband !— 


I 85 his rigour, thou fo long haſt ſuffer'd? 


OLD MAN. (afide) | 
ce oO! 'tis his wife! Reſign'd,—ſo near my ___ 


« ] won't accuſe him They may live i in * * 


COUNTESS. 
Why doſt thou turn, and mutter to thyſelf ? 


Speak out thy griefs, and tell me for what crime— 


OLD MAN (interrupting her ) 
Be Heav'n my judge that none have brought. me 


here 


COUNTESS. | 

Then who. what tyrant, rough and pityleſs? 

Immur'd thee thus, to die a living death ? 
; OLD MAN. 
Know you Lapont ?—That villain was the cauſe! : 
COUNTESS (exultingly). 

I ſaid he was a villain O!] a load, 

A heavy load is taken from my heart !— 


| Wbate'er thy guilt, I wou'd not that Montval, 
My dear Montval! had been ſo baſe of ſoul, 


Jo take ſuch vengeance on thy helpleſs age, 


| For worlds, on worlds I— But, he muſt ow thy 


fate! 
OLD MAN. 


Plac'd on the brink of dread eternity, 
I dare not lie He does but is miſled 


By the vile miſcreant whom you juſtly hate. 
CovxNrEss 


l ſhou'd repay your generous pity, 


nne 
a COUNTESS, 
Miſled O bitter Can he ſee thy dungeon, 
And look upon thy anguiſh, and thy. age, 
And not relent !—It cuts me to the ſoul! — ' 
But tell me what, and whence, and who thou art? 
OLD MAN, | 
| Aſk not what never ſhall eſcape my lips, 
For pom reaſons: :—nought can wreſt it from me ! 
| COUNTESS, | 
0 Amazing But thou ſhalt no longer ſuffer ! 
I will releaſe thee, of my own free will; 
« And thou ſhalt live, and be reſtor'd to onal 
Thy miſeries well may expiate thy guilt | 
ce And for Lapont! if he has injur'd thee, 
<« That hateful villain ! he ſhall have his meed! 
* Be ſure he ſhall!” 
OLD MAN 
| Dim is my fwark of life! | 
Vet, to the laſt, we cheriſh liberty! _. | 
But all revenge is dead within my heart, | © | 


By ſowing diſcord twixt your lord and you. 

O! ſoul of nobleneſs and elincity ! 
Rever'd old man! Tax me to th- very utmoſt f 
And I can much !—Tax all my pow'r and dene! 
For guilt ne'er harbour'd in a heart like thine. 

OLD MAN. 

Thou noble creature i am too weak to bear 
This ruſh of gratitude, ſo long weigh'd down 
By wrong, and cruelty, and pain, and ſorrow! 


2 „er — » 
— - * . . « - % . — 
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COUNTESS. 

Be not deſected !— Hide not, thus, your * 

ol MAN. 
A thouſand tender, painful recollections 
Preſs down, and almoſt ſuffocate my heart ! 1 
COUNTESS. | 
What can this mean !—What dreadful myſtery 1 
O M 

01 may it ſtill a myſtery be to you ! 

| COUNTESS. | 

"Tis wonderful! But go with me from betice | 
<« hate to be ſo near that horrid dungeon! bY 

OLD MAN. 

I will on this condition,-—That your lord 
Shall never ſee me more. That you ne'er aſk 
Of him, or others, who, or what lam; 

And that I part unſeen by all but you! 
| COUNTESS. 

Aſtoniſhing !—But only go with me, 

And have thy wiſh.—My lord is gone to Paris, 


Why then my . 


OLD MAN. 
Allow me yet ſome pauſe ! 
What is the hour? For, buried from the light, 
Parknofs and day have been alike to me! 
COUNTESS. e 
Tis ſcarce above two hours from now to morn. 
| OLD MAN. 
How learn'd you I was here? Or how 1 
At luck an undue hour, without alarm ? IT 
| E 
How 1 diſcover'd you, at full, hereafter, * 
333 | You 


a 
- 


„ ; AOTRAGEDE.: 0 IHT of 


' You ſhall be told:—to leave this night the Caſtle; 
0 Without ſuſpicion, were not poſſible. D vr o 84 


But if reſolv'd to go without del,, 


To-morrow's dawn ſhall find the ready meal ] 5 
To ſend you hence, unknown to all but me. | 


dy il OLD MAN. „„ 
* Have you the keys? ; ES 
COUNTESS, © N 

« I have. 


4 £3 \ = 
OLD MAN. 13 — 4maSs YT 
7% 4A. 


« But how e 2 i 


| ., COUNTESS. .,...,,...-: EO 


By a mere chance, it were too long to tell. 755 
[ Recollefts OTH aud looks t te a an- 


- * 20A nd ales i 
40 * Hah! I had forgot i—Tis Kane he's faſt alep 
| f ' OLD MAN. (alarmed) 1 
e Who's in that chamber: 
7 counTes, 
« Only Blaiſe, the ſteward ; | 
« Set there by me, to watch, and give alarm, 


«If aught requir'd.— ER. 

OLD MAN. . „ 

But has he overheard us? . e e 
F 6 

6 « O'erſpent with watching, he profoundly ſleeps. 

DMA. 0140 ft 


Then, by my ſufferings, and my innocence! 
By that benevolence, which born of heaven, 


Lives i in your gen'rous heart, and from your eye 
1 Beams | 


OS 


— 8 A. * 
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- Beamis melting pity on a ſtranger's woe, 
Back to my dungeon let me go, once more, 
And paſs the interval from now, till morn !— 
P. grant me this requeſt |— 
COUNTESS. | 
N ot for the world * 
My pow'r, if needful, ſhall peter} you here 
From r wrong. 
| OLD MAN. 
Dear lady! be adrisd! 
Lapont muſt miſs the keys, and will be waking ; 
For guilt, like his, is ever on the watch: 
Too well I know my cruel, crafty goaler! 
* Aud now, when all you Ong ed com- 
mand, 
5 ny thro! the cafile, unk i in "RR repoſe, 
It were not ſafe to truſt a villain's vengeance. ' 
“So great his malice, and ſo black his crimes, 
“That even your rank, and pow'r * fail to 
ſave you: 
« ] wou'd not, for the wards, he ſaw us here! 
< *Twou'd, ſurely urge him to ſome deſperate. 
deed! 
« Nor ſhall my name, or r perſon be reveal'd 
« To your domeſtics: This my firm reſolve, 
The hope of liberty ſhall never alter!“ 
COUNTESS (Als. 
« Blaiſe muſt know nothing. It were better thus : ; 
I'm loth to leave you in that diſmal place. 
EP OLD MAN. 2 
The brightneſs of your angel countenance, 


out 1 28 to my ſoul, 2 give me N 1 
n 


A TRAGEDY.'. - +: wy 
| And ſpread 2 thro' A tee | : 
At morn [ will attend you. 117216; 
7742 COUNTESS. ei id 15 
7 | | c Be it 6210 „ SRV 
Since ſo you will. But 1 ſhall count the hours, 
« Till ſweet deliverance greets you by my hand. 
LAſde.] e will watch and guard him till 188 
dawn.“ 


ots MAN. 
" Think you a few ſhort hours which Fink i — 


Jo light, and liberty, and long-loſt friends 
« Think you they can ſeem long, to me ſeem long, 
* who yearson years have languiſhed 1 ina gene 
COUNTESS. 
0 « At leaſt theſe conſerves, and this added light,” 
May help to cheer you, till we meet again! 
I will myſelf, condu& you to your priſon. 
_ no reply. I will not be refus'd. 
2 ſhe TOE Jim. 


SCENE v. 


Changes to LaronT' 8 2 where he afpiears walking 
about, much agitated. | 


| «Fl LAPONT. | 
I cannot reſt ! guilt, terror, and revenge, 
With mingled violence, wake a hell within me! 
If I ſhou'd fall, I will not fall alone. 


The Counteſs, and her virtues I abhor! | 
. Her 
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Her very beauty, to my eye, is hateful ! 

It faſcinates, and overawes the Count, 

And blaſts my fortune, when the fruit grew ripe. 

I was a fool not to make all things ſure 

Before this haughty meddling woman came! 

Oh! the ſhall learn how dangerous tis to goad 

A reſolute heart, that glories in it's guilt, 
When independence, power, or pleaſure tempt! 

That prating Blaiſe !—I muſt be rid of him. 

Tereſa I can fool to all I wiſh. 

But while my boſom broods its embryo purpoſe, _ 
Silent and dark. The Count will hurry back ! : 
That muſt be thought of. I am ſafe to- night, 
And for to-morrow's fafety, and to-morrow's, 

Long as the term of my ſtrong life ſhall laſt, 

My courage, and my cunning ſhall provide. 


- Enter Br A18R haftily, frale, and trembling. | 


BLAISE. 
Lapont! Lapont ! the Counteſs! 
| LAPONT (A eitaied) 


/ What of her? 
N BLAISE. ID ISL 
* mender'd d by the: ghoſt, or. borne away 
„  L&POUT. 
You rave, or dream! How borne away ! how 
munder d? a = | - 
- BLAISE. : 1 | N 


5 FN I know — But ſhe i is not there! 


* 


. ALON 2 


LAroxr 


4 TOD Y. wr * 


Yoke ' LAPONT a ir n ai 
Not where? | 1 10 ne A 
Not i in the chamber ellis you ier her. D. 

. LAPONT. 1 „ 

I How coutd we go without your hearing her? 
8 r 
Heavy with er 4 at laſt | Currin 
me. 
FED LAPONT — : 7 
Thou hoary vretch. [Alde.] But 1 mui curb 
my rage.” 


c She has found the ferent Jour and I am loſt ? 
% Hah ! That's the only way! 
Len x 
What can be done? 
LAPONT (fide) 
„„ There is no time for heſitation now, 

« Forc'd to a point, peril on either fide, 
One way, and only one can lead to ſafety. 
Come this way Blaiſe, into my cloſet here 
I have ſomething there to ſay of great importance. 


[BLAISE enters with him, but is preſently | 
- heard crying out.] | 


* 


O] do not murder me! for mercy's fake! 
LAPONT (Behind the Scene) 
| Dotard! take that ! Go, ſleep, for ever now ! 
[He then enters with * hands, and a 
dagger.) | 
So! one is ſafe. That fool can blab no more! 
| | This 
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This key will make me maſter of his hoard ;== 
A comfortable ſum, i in time of need l! 
Happen what may, I ſhall not fear Montval, 
And may enjoy my bloody ſpoils in peace, 
Without the dread of his purſuing vengeance. 
Nay, ſuch is my aſcendance o'er his mind,— 
That all I execute, he. ſhall approve, - ſ 
And largely pay me for my ſecrecy. 
Tis almoſt: dawn. I will but cleanſe my hands, 
And eaſe that miſer's coffer of its gold, 
And then my __ flies at nobler prey. 
len, 


END Or THE FOURTH AC r. 
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Enter MarIIDA and MARIA, in great conflernation. 

. 7 5465312. 240715507 115477 Jon SES 
" MATILDA. | 


for: in av chamber? nor 1 beeñ to nicbt? 

What wonders have I heard? Am I awake? 
Can it be true, the ſtory thou haſt told, -613 
Of EE N and of a nightly Pee: 

: 217142 MEAMEAL | 141155 
"Tis but too true. And having told the 4 
To my dear lady, who has got the keys, 
I thought it right to rouſe you from your reſt, 
And mention all 1 knew. 
MATILDA. 
* haſt done alt 
To We my ſleep, where ſhe may be in danger. 
Vet what the danger, Heav'n alone can tell, 
From ſuch a ſtrange, and ſenſe- confounding cauſe ! 
Wou'd thou hadſt been diſcreet, and held thy tongue, 
ban theſe wonders, till the Count's return. | 
= | Musi. 4 


ls. 
—— 


0 N 


»> _— » 4 
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MARIA. 
Ah! Send J had been ſilent! But my fears 


x Sy my prudence ; thoughtleſs of th' event. 


PAATILDS- A 
Where lie the chambers which tis ſaid are e ? 
| MARIA. 
Alas! . not! Blaiſe, if he were here, 
Cou'd ſhew the way; and ſo- cou d good Lapont, 


Who, urg'd alike by courage and by zeal, 


—_ to ſeek, and to protect the Fate. 
._ - MATILDA. 
A dreadful apprebenſion ſeiges me! 
I like not ſuch protectors! Deareſt fiend ! 
The fearleſs temper of thy gen'rous mind 
May urge thee on to unſuſpeCted peril! 
My heart is on the rack till thou art found. 


Thau cou dſt not bear Lapont] And thy bre ere 


Has never faibd to read a villain's heart. 


What ᷑an be done ? Knock at the Marquis“ doc?” 


Call up the Count n Count A he can 
guide, 9g $$ 4: 


Can ſurely guide vs to thoſe horrid FFI | 
- _ - That way he ſleeps. Be yon” and give alarm! 


Exit Maki. | 


Why wou'd ay Countefsrun this needleſs hazard? 


5 | [ Ext. 
ape PONT enters pane fon the other oy 
mY Abo r. : 7 ABU: TRUST T2 
Now is the time, when all are wrapt in n . 
All But my victims, who ſhall feel my arm ! 


Since every projeR to preyent this woman, 
* 1 7 N f W656, : This 


A TRAGEDY: 


This haughty woman, from her fatal prying, | 
Has been the means, by ſome accurſed chance! 
Of urging her to fathom the dread ſecret. 
But ſhe as well might have eſſay'd to cruſh 
The deadly ſerpent with her delicate hands, 
As to deſtroy, or counteract my vengeance! | 
Now her proud ſpirit—— 
| [Count of MonTwAL enters from the other 
fide of the flage, with an air of * 
and diſmay. 
He return'd ſo ſoon! 
Too early, yet too late !” | 
| COUNT. 
| What now Lapont ? 
Is aught diſcover'd? Hell itſelf is here! 
[Striking his boſom.] © NY 
And thou the demon that has made it fo! 
O! had I never liſten'd to thy counſel ! 


8 |  LAPONT. 


Pe waſte of time or I cou'd anſwer you. 

Keep your own ſecret, and you've yought to fear 
COUNT. 
Yes! | Conſcience ! Conſcience ! waking, but too 
late! | — 

I loath myſelf, my crime, and its ſucceſs | 
Nor time, nor circumſtance can ever cure 
The living ulcer, that corrodes my heart! 
Forc'd to adore, by that unerring juſtice, 
Which all our arts can neither bribe nor blinds, 


- 
- 
4 W 
/ 


The radiant virtue which my degds pollute, No 1 5 5 8 


K 


n 


. 
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My ſoul can never taſte of comfort more! *. 
O never! never! YI K W | 

LAPONT. . 
Wretched cxtting this |: /. 4 

Worthy the bigot monk, and cloiſter'd oth,” | 
Where ſolitude and faſting ape the tone 

Of * penitence, and pious zeal! -_ 

e 
In vain ! y you mock the horrors I endure! 

They merit ſympathy, and nõt deriſion, 

And moſt from thee, the partner of my guilt. 

How can I face the Counteſs how ſupport _ 

Her pure embraces! 

| LAPONT — ly). 
| Trial too ſevere !— 5 = 
: But, if you value her eſteem, or love, | 

For ſhou'd ſhe know. you, both were loſt for ever, 
Quickly depart Away! with ſpeed, for Paris, 

And never let her know of your return. 

© [Aſide] Bi 
d. His conſcientious qualms muſt not be truſted. ” 
| 2 COUNT. 
But are you certain ſhe has no ſuſpicion? ? 
| : 'LAPONT. 
Back! back! where welcome ridings ſhall a await 
you. 

Tm ſoon be maſter of the fatal ke vers. ENT 

The Counteſs tried, and laughs Aral they a ſhew'd 
ber: Se BEL 

The ſecret door, to 5 hoſts ia) ſecret Kill. 

Away! away 1-or we may'be dilooverid l 8 | 
114 1 A ”,. Joel Kd 
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ö A TRAGED V. "> THT „ 
Tereſa has the keys, and they'll be dag ey At 8 


[ Alide, going out.] ele bnd 
M0 Poor cal dupe! he credits all I ay yy '; fl. 
© * COUNT. 18 


Determin'd villain ! had I never i thee, 
I had been bleſt ! But I muſt ſtill diſſemble, 
Till the time's riper to defy his malice. 
T'll go and order that my horſe be read ye, 
Juſt look, tho' loth, towards the hated. chambers, 
To ſee that all is ſtill, and all ſec ure: 
And then, with 82 n ! depart for Paris. 


Mo | Exit. | 


ers n Il, 


- RJ, 


Changes to the fuſes: 2 Chamber. The 
Co ih "0 from mee Couch and” comes forward. 


. BDA 3 . 7 f . 38 ＋ 

Fours. Friis | 
The un is gr I will ſpeak to Blaiſe, 

Diſmiſs him to procure a cloſe conveyance, 


Ignorant for whom, or what it is defign'd— 
And then releaſe the patient ſufferer. 
His look and manners move my inmoſt foul! 
What deep affront ; what motive for gran” ! 
Cou'd make the Count abet ſuch cruelty}. 
There is a ſecret in this ſtrange affair | 
I cannot fathom !- The afflicted vidtim 
With Chriſtian meekaeſs, ſhudders to accuſe 

= guilty Lord, in ſpite of all he has ſuffer'd 0 
3B! K 2 f 01 


n 
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O! Montval! Montval! clear tis myſtery 
And clear thyſelf, or never can my heart 
Eſteem thee more! 
[Goes to the Door leading to the Anti 
Chamber and calls out. | 
What Blaiſe ! Awake | 
Ha! gone! | 
Then it is time, indeed, to ſeek the captive; 
And to conceal him in mine own apartment, 
Till —_ means are fought for his departure. 
| Enters the Door leading to the Dungeon, 


FE: Pen; 


SCENE IN. 


Changes to the Dungeon. 
PRISONER.) 
ite can't be far from morn! This precious Night, 
Pretious! becauſe her angel hand beſtow'd it. 
Is nigh extinct !—I thought I could have borne 
This ſhort delay, with a more equal mind! 
Oh! that I might but preſs her to my heart, 
And call her !—But my guardian ſpirit comes! 
© COUNTESS. 
Thou venerable man,.whoe'er thou art; 
I come to lead thee to the chearful day! 
But time is ſhort, and circumſtances preſs! 5 
| r PRISONER; 
1 an angel! I obeyã 
. he is going out with her, enter a rox T 
a 4 a in his Hand] 
Tbat 
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That villain here! Then r n indeed defend 


us! FIG ©: Lift! 
4 
hank ſay your e for you. 8 need of 
them! e eee 
8 | COUNTESS FOR 
Inſolent wretch'! Wut means this GE] in- 
truſion? / 
How dare you ſet yourſelf to watch my ſteps! 
Villain avaunt! and never face me more !— 
- ' -LAPONT (Awe ftrack @ moment, Afde) : 
1 What ſhall I faulter at a woman's frown !“ 
Perhaps, indeed, we ne' er may meet . 
COUNTESS. -. 
Obdurate monſter! 4 can weigh thy —_ 1 
That dagger and thy face are well agreed! 
The midnight murderer, is'mark'd by both ! 
la, he advances towards her, fhe flehis 
back, and draws 4 s Dagger mw her 
Bofom.]: | a 
Aſſaſſin, look !—I have a dagger too? 
But to defend, not murder innocence | 
Advance one ſtep, and I will ftrike thee dead! 
| LAPONT (Afide) | 
« My fate is fix'd, there's no retracting now ! * 
Imperious woman! thus 1 anſwer thee! © 


-- 


[Ae ruſhes on her, and attempting to Py 


the Dagger with which ſhe attemſits 10 
firike him; in the ſtrugple it Noe * 
COUNTESS, 
R. ruffan! 


LA PONT. 


— 
- T 
z ” 4 
bl - 
> a 2 , " * 
— — — ü N — — . 
— 5 2 . — — — — en A aen — — ve tees « — 
po 1 1 3 CARRERA PR _HMRSR=% ; = 4] rid» os — — — — 
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4 $4 


Dr ni 92 MM! - 114325 !LABONT. [25-1 fats "2 
This to prove me ſo. !.; 
| As he ſeizes her by the Arm, and is about 
4 filunge his Dagger in her Boſom, the 
old Priſoner takes up that which had 
Fallen, and fuunges it in his Side. La- 
PO alle.] 1 
PRISONER. on! 
Thus Aghteous beat n Aer the feeble arm! 
LAPONT. 
Oh! 3 furrſe! may bell and fries ſeize 
. .thee! | 
; . and 8 But 1 will not Jie 1 
1 am not * d. 409 
I Noqu [Trying to riſe, 2 and 1 
enges E UN 
Alas! thou art not bs: 
Io meet t the juſtice of offended TRE. n! 


1:42. © COUNTESS. -- 
.. let us haſten from this dreadful dungeon, X 
F PRISONER. | 


My feeble limbs, exhauſted by this effort, 
| Refuſe their office ] muſt reſt awhile! 
COUNTESS. 
| Nay, lean on me! I pray you lean on me! 
I will ſupport you! and in juſtice ought, 
Since but for you, I were a lifeleſs corſe.! 
Exeunt « fomp : Ly ſuſtſiorting him, 


' SCENE 
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| SCENE IV. 


| The ſuſlioſed haunted Rob wile abfear the Count 
2 Corman, the Marquis, MATILDA, and Ma- 
RIA, 71 great mn. 


\ 


MATILDA. | 


She 1s not here! I ſhall grow mad with terror! 
MAR GUIs. 

Be calm my love !— Vet, yet ſhe will be found 
Think not this fabled phantom can —— | 
Your noble friend, | 

| | | COLMAR. 
There's ſomething more in this 
Than a mere ſhadow. Heard you not ſome noiſe? 
MATILDA. 
Towards the alcove ? 
| | MAR OUIS. 
It was.—Again I hear it! 
MATILDA. 
0 I ſhall faint Now! now ! I hear the murmur 
Of ſome ſad Voice ! Fe: 
COUNT. 
The ſound of feet approaches, 
Yet nothing s ſeen !—Nearer ! yet nearer ſtill! 
| MATILDA. 
Protect me Marquis! See !—the 3 1 


* 


_ [The tapeſtry is lifted u, and diſcovers 


the CounTEss ſupporting the "OLD 


CouxT, whoſe face is fs, with 


- 


"Blood.] | 
2 4 Marquis. 


— —U— — 
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MARQUIS. | 
Eternal Pow'r! what apparition' s this! 
TERESA. 
01 Heav' n defend us! 
MATILDA. 
I ſhall die with terror 
[ the OLD Count advances towards 
an eaſt window, he averts his face,” ex- 
dlaiming.]! 
The light! the light! 
* LAnd faints.] 
COUNTESS. 
O God! the victim dies! 
[4] gather round. 
 MARQUIS. . 
Fly, fly for ſuccour! [Exit MARIA. 
COUNT OF COLMAR. . 
Can the grave reſtore !! 
My eyes deceive me No !—it is my friend — 
But, ah ! how chang'd! 
| COUNTESS. (with great emetion) 
What can you mean ?— What friend? 
ö CoOLMAR. 
The Count of Montval! Nobleſt, beſt of men 
| [Young Count enters, who, ſeeing his 
IRE father, ftands horror-firuck.] 
| COUNTESS. 
of Montyal ?— What '!—the father 
YOUNG COUNT. 
Swallow me, earth 1— 


Ew _ 


CoLMAR. 
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COLMAR. | 
O! yes, the father of thy noble huſband 1 
| COUNTESS. -/ 
Accurs'd the ſound | and blotted be the hour, 
That ſhews a monſter in the man I loy'd! 28 
MAROUTISs. Ns 
What dreadful ee what horrid crime 
Has buried thus alive !— - T 
col Max. 
The Count revives ! 
[OLD Copnt raifes himſelf a aul, EP 4 
| | Jus by the COUunNTEss and SI 1. 
. OLD COUNT, et 
1 01 I am ſick H ũck unto death —80 —01 1 
Here let me lean! 
#- | Keclining his * on the Coonrees ; 
of "RR. | | 
8 COUNTESS, 
0 live But try to live, | 
Or the moſt abject wretch that crawls on earth, 
| Is bleſt, compar'd with me! 
OLD COUNT, 
What haſt thou ſaid, 
Nobteſt and kindeſt !——Ha!—my cruel ſon ! 
| [Youxs Co UNT throws himſelf at his 
| - father's feet, the CounTEss gvuerting 
her face from him with ſtern horror.) 
| YOUNG COUNT, f 
Yes! from my boſom rend this barbarous 
heart 
Trample my body Curſe my impious Gs 
All is too good for ſuch a ſon as me 
ms a L Oro 
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OLD COUNT. 
Do'ſt thou repent ? 
YOUNG COUNT. 
Repentance is too calm! 
Remorſe and oy tear my_burſting heart ! 
. OLD COUNT. 
3 thy God forgive, as I forgive thee !, 
YOUNG COUNT. ; 
Enchanting found ! But live! O! live to bleſs 
me! | | 
Ces Texel] 
8 | OLD COUNT. 
It will not be I fear—it will not be! 
COUNTESS (ſuddenly turning, and taking the cordial from TERESA.) 


O! ſwallow this lt may revive your ſpirits 
Think of my agonies |/—My dread deſpair! 
| OLD COUNT. (irying to drink). 
I cannot ſwallow !—my emotions choak me ! * 
This ſudden change! this conflict —is too much 


For age and weakneſs—worn with length of ſorrow ! 5 


COUNTESS. "( hernly to ber huſband) | 
Canſt thou hear this, and not be turn'd to ſtone! 
OLD COUNT. (to her) | 

Be comforted Forgive, as I forgive him! 

To his ſon. ; 
| Cheriſh the beſt and nobleſt of her ſex, . 
And thus redeem thy injuries to me! 
Quick, let me ſeal thy pardon ere I die !— 

[ Embraces him feebly.] | 


My good and dear old friend, your hand once more! 


[Giving his hand to CoLMAR.] 


— 


— 


— 


ne 


Daughter, may ev'ry bleffing— ; 
[Sinks and dies.! FSA: 


COUNTESS. '(farting up woildly) _ 8 
Bleſſing - I- 


Can I be bleſt! link'd to a parricide n 


See !—ſee ! his hands reek with a father's gore | - 


O! murder !—murder Has thy y iron heart 
No touch of nature! 


[Stands as if gaſhing for breath) 
MATILDA. 1700 
Deareſt, deareſt friend! - 


Now let your wonted firmneſs. ſtand the teſt 


And calm your anguiſh! | 
Ma v. 
. Tis a dreadful trial 
For loo and virtue, ſuch as her's, to hour! 
YOUNG COUNT. _ | 
Well may ſhe Ioath a guilty; wretch ike me 


I dare not ev'n approach Let, if my love ! — 


If deep remorſe 


COUNTESS. ( faviing from ber Auger). | 
Thy love !—deteſted love !— 


What can remorſe, where crimes have dy'd- the 
; ſoul 

So deep a black !—Go !—herd with cally 

Who feed on human fleſh, and drink man's blood !- Ki 


Yet, even they, reſpect and love their fathers !— 


YOUNG COUNT. 
Soul-harrowing thought — et, gracious lea n 


can pardon 5 
The guiltieſt wretch that lives beneath the ſkies . 
L 2 Cou NTS. 


F To fave my life, exerted * to kill him! 
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COUNTESS, 


O miſeryl madneſs All my brain's s on fire fam 


MATILDA, 
Let reaſon ſoak, to R theſe dangerous trau 
ports! 8 e 
| enn 5 
Talk down the tempeſt !—laugh away deſpair! : 
YOUNG COUNT. 
Thus gtov ling at your feet, I crave for mercy! 
Will nothing move! 
| COUNTESS. (pointing to bis father s body ) 
 Monfter lock there look there! 
YOUNG COUNT. 
bat ſight! Forgive me! O! 8 
COUNT OF COLMAR. 
How cou'd thy heart be harden'd to inflict 


Such dreadful cruelties, on ſuch a father ! 
| Who cou'd excite thee to fuch impious condu&? 


YOUNG COUNT. 
The vile Lapont, by long and various arts! 
Baſe as I was to liſten to his counſel !— 
Wicked as baſe !—work'd up my ſoul to all! 
; COUNTESS. 
& Cruel !—unnatural j—what cou'd work thy 
heart, Rs 


ce What me, what counſel! to fuch deeds of "ly | 


'yor!— 


„ But he has his meed me blood whoſe tainted 
ſpots 


' © Defile that reverend Kas; fprang from his heart! 


* Old as he was, and dying, yet thy father, 


Young 


| YOUNG COUNT. ; 

* Tenfold accurs'd! dar'd he attempt thy ne! 
| COUNTESS. 

P * that a 3 Was he not thy tutor? 


| YOUNG: COUNT. -_ 
« Alas! he early tempted me to vice 


* Corrupted firſt, and then controled my mind. 
_ © Intemp'rate riot, and profuſe. expence, 


* Impel['d, at laſt, my father to reprove. 


„Again I err'd ; again his ſterner voice 


« Check'd my career, and threaten'd puniſhment. 

« Impetuous, headſtrong, blinded by my paſſions, - 

e Lapont, aſſiduous, fann'd my cauſeleſs rage; 

« Pictur'd my father as a gloomy tyrant, | 

And hinted there were men, wou'd I employ 
them, 

« To give me full -offeſion of his fortune,” 


Ere lingering nature clos'd his eyes in peace. 


| COUNTESS. 
And you cou'd liſten to the dangerous villain! 
Cou'd calmly liſten, and not drive him from you 


With execrations !—— 


| YOUNG COUNT. 
, Curs'd infatuation, 


That made me yield my ſoul to ſuch a wretch ! 
For preſs'd by urgent debts, and urgent vice, 


In an ill hour, I follow'd his baſe counſel. 


COUNTESS. ? 


« Q fatal hour !—Finiſh thy horrid tale ! 
YOUNG COUNT. 


= Feigning remorſe to the afflicted Count, 
| " Reſtleſs 
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„ Reſtleſs with ſorrow, ſorrow for my nn 5 
A ſoporific I adminiſter'd, | S 
« Which fimulating death, made all believe, 
“All but Lapont and me, my father dead. 
« Laid in his coffin, at the dead „„ 
We took him thence, and plac'd him i in the dun · 
geon, 1 
Which long diſus'd, was only known to us; 
* Then fill'd the leaden caſe with mimic weight, E: 
« And ſoon interr'd it, with funereal pomp, 
In the ſame vault where lay his anceſtors.— 
% By night, when all we thought were faſt aſleep, 
« We us d to carry him his ſcanty food, | 
* Wretch that I was! And thence the tale of ghoſts 
a ; hay know the reſt, 
| MATILDA. | 
| Alas! we know too much! 
% Wou'd T had never heard the dreadful tale! 
' COLMAR. 
oO my dear Montval! what a fate was thine ; 
vob COUNT. | | 
Yet he forgave ! you heard how he forgave ! 
F COUNTESS, (groaning deeply) 
Forgave But can'ſt thou ere forgive thy ſelf ? 
| + , YOUNG COUNT. 0 
Never, while you repulſe me! Let me thus 
Mering to take her hand. ] 
COUNTESS. 


Stand off | —avaunt !—Pollute me; touch me 
not! 
Look at t thy parricid'al hands — 


5 Think 


Murder'd my huſband. 


od: TRAINS: - > <> - aw 


Think of thy parricid'al heart! - 4 
They e with blood — with blood 1 ter 8 A 


blood! 1. 
Fox COUNT. 


Oh ! one embrace, and I ſhall die content 1— 
ot ' COUNTESS, 
Anguiſh! diſtraftion ! Sooner. I'd embrace 
Deformity and age, and peſtilence ! 


Rather wou'd claſp, within theſe wretched arms, 


The loathſome leper, livid from the tomb, 


Than taint my breaſt with thy abhorr'd endear- 


ments 
' YOUNG COUNT. (With) 


Then what is left me ?— 
COUNTESS, . 
Shame! remorſe! deſpair ! —— 
F ruitleſs repentance, and a lingering death — 
FON COUNT, (Suddenly ftabbing himſelf) 
No! this ſhall free me from the latter curſe 


[ Falls. 
COUNTESS. 
Montyal! Montval —0 I have murder'd bim! 5 


| Throwin T4 herſelf damen by him ] 


„ MATILDA. (Weeping) 


e Miſerable man! 


O1 that my noble friend had never known thee! 


| MARQUIS. 
2/08 He is not dead! Bend him a little forward!” 
bs COUNTESS, | 
My deareſt lord! O yet, if life remains, 
O! yet look up and hear me ſpeak. forgiveneſs ! 
Feel my embrace, and witneſs my deſpair! 
| F- YOUNG 


1% THE CASTLE or MONTVAL, be. 


YOUNG COUNT. ( fainth) | 
Can you ſpeak thus !—Then I ſhall die in peace! 
Forgive me, thou Great God! all-my offences ! 
Place me, O place me by my father's ſide! 
That I may weep over his clay-cold hand, 
And ſigh upon it my laſt breath of life! 
[| They move him to his father's body, taking 
' whoſe hand, and Jerry: ki mg * 
V | 
Moſt injur'd, moſt rever'd! O! may y thy ſpirit 
Plead at nd eternal bar. „er. 
| . ©, - COUNTESS. | 
| [Claſting him cloſely in her arms as they ry 
to raiſe lier. 
Hold off! Hold off! for I will die with him. 
|  [Swoons in Matilda s arms.) | 
{ MATIEDA, '. 2 | 
| Heart-rending ſpectacle OE daa, 
Exert your fortitude! 
© MARQUIS. 
| | She hears you not! | 
So deadly i is the ſwoon that locks her ſenſes, 5 
Run for ſome help to move theſe bodies hence. 
[To Tereſa.] . | 
Convey the hapleſs Counteſs to her chamber, 13 
Where let our tender care and friendſhip watch her, ” 
| Till time ſhall bring his balm to heal her * | 
mind | „ , 


The Curtains drop, and the Play ends. 
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SORRY BY MRS. PoWEr, "4 | 


CG *: 
2. 3 2 


F 


HOST—or ne ghoſt ?=Far both have Rood the 94 — 
Gee . which ha 2 beſt 2 / 


LT i X&5 


Tho' kind applauſes hail'd the fatcied ſprite, _ 
Transform'd into a poor old man to-night. 
He dares not hope applauſe ſo long, fo den, 1 


As almoſt tutin'd che ſpectre of laſt year. 45 1 5 | 


But —8 propos—pray was it not provoking 


To male the Counteſinay l ee 9.06 


7 


At midnight in a dungeon! quite alone! ; 
Brave an hobgoblin, and his hollow groant— TY, 


Dear ladies ! I wou'd ſtake my life upon it, 5 
That neither 5uu.—nor vou, nor YOU had done it! 


Nay !—had ſome beaux I ſee, been in ber place, 
Their hands had not been whiter than their face. 275 
For me !—to all the audience be it known | 


I hate, and fear all ſbefires—ſave my un 
"I hence! the jeſt profane T were impious bee, 


From the fad eye, to chaſe the graceful tear: 
No ſtudied woes have wak'd the Poet” 8 oy 
To touch the tender pulſes of the heart: 


No high-wrought fiction mov d the pitying 7 OE 5 


For Kings who languiſh, or for Queens gets cry; 
But the real tale of deep domeſtic woe, 2 

Has made your boſoms throb; your Saen low. 5 
Too ſolemn, then, too homefe#t iis the ſeerie, 
For Epilogue to come with flippant mien, ö 
And turn to faſhionable Farce a part. 
Which thrills the fineſt fibres of the heart. 

Let thoſe who love juſt jeſting, ſeek to ſhine; | 
But never may the odious taſk be mine.— 


eee in the . 
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New and interefling Books publiſhing * | 
I. + On the firſt Day of May Was publiſhed, | . 


RICE TWO, SHILLINGS, | | 3 
NUMBER III. (to be continued Monthly), Of the 


*. and Phyſical Netz 7 7 In 


mat 
* "Containing the 'carlieft Information on Subjects of bt 

MEDICINE, SURGERY, CHEMISTRY, PHARMACY, BOTANY, ny a 
NATURAL HISTORY. 15 
With a Critical Analyſis of all new Medical Publication, Domeſtic anll Foreign. T1, 
UNDER THE .GENERAL e * x 
D. BRADLEY, Di 1 
Mliember of the Royal college of 155 . London; Phyſician to the Welt- | « 
minſter-Hoſpital, and to«the Aſylum for pres es gpm Laurer e on * 1 has 
Theory and Practice of Medicine, & N. | | Nt 
THE FOREIGN DEPARTMENT. CONDUCTED T- 11 
' Dx. WITTE 2 * 
1. Ss one large Lakes Octavo, Price 86. 64: in boards, 1 
: WITH THIRTY ENGRAVED PORTRAITS, | } we 
A New Edition, reviſed and corrected 11 the 
6 bei 
Public Characters of 1 798-9: 1 yo 
Confillivg | of copious. and intereſting Biographical Memoirs; E10 rr of 1 Bi 
the moſt diſtinguiſhed Public Characters of the preſent Bete * _ 
Natives of Great Britain and Ireland, W " LEY 
| Written with Accuracy and Candour. „ 1 N 
. CY'F i g be 
4 I. BIOGRAPHICAL ANECDOTES n 
ö OF THE: | } 
FOUNDERS. or THE FRENCH REPUBLIC, WT All 
And of other eminent Perſons connected with the Events of ah 7s | 5 
F 6 FRENCH REVOLUTION; Re | 3 
1 Win Three Plates; 2 vols. 10s: or either volume may be had Board" at 55. exc. | Bi 
PRs A new Een of the firſt Volume has wm" been De. 8 
J. 7 Se (WW 6 
TRAVELS. 1 jo 
> BE 2 
THROUGH TAE UNITED STATES Or 1 
NORTH AMERICA. AND UPPER Os p. 
An ru s 1 * 
COUNTRY OF THE. IROQUOIS, 80 
10 the Years 1796-7 and 8; . : | Þ 
"WITH | 5 | 1 

AN AUTHENTIC ACCOUNT. OF LOWER CANADA; a | 


By the DUKE DE LA ROCHEFOUCAULT LIANCOURT ; 
Paithflly tranſlated oy * NEUMAN, [ns in one large Volume Quarto, 


of 


ſ 


. 


Biographer has ſelected for the improvement and entertainment of young perſons, are 


bas hitherto occupied in the ſyſtem-of Britiſh education. We think Dr. Mavos's 


lately met with a Publication profeſſedly adapted for Young Perſons, which promiſes 


The patterns of excellence here placed before the. eyes of young minde, 
all diſtinguiſhed by ſuch, talents and virtues, as every parent would wiſh ſucceſsful. 
cultivated by his offspring. The vices, which, here and there darken the pitureF 
1 the luſtre of the hole the more ſufferable, and ſhade a brilliancy, other- 
wile 


\ Britiſh biography, a.more_animating and improving ſelection could be made. The 


public and private walk of ſociety, are thus held up, in minute traits, and beautifully 4 
coloured from nature, both for the entertainment and inſtruction of the riſing genera- 


and ſuperſede the neceſſity of our recommendation.“ 


IV. NEW AND IMPORTANT SCHOOL BOOE.- . 
This day was publiſhed, Price 48. 6d, bound, with the uſual allowance to Schools, 
3 £ 4 Pl ' embelliſhed with a beautiful Frontiſpiece, 
THE BRITISH NEPOS; or YOU TH's MIRROR: Being ſelect Lives of 
Illuſtrious Britons, who have been diſtinguiſhed by their virtues, talents, or re- 
markable progreſs in life, with incidentaf and practical reflections. Written pur- - 


poſely for the uſe of Schools, and catefily adapted to the bruations and capacities | 


of Britiſh Soalht 07% 15 „ 
| e BY: WMAJAM MAYOR TIED; 

| Vicar of Hurley, Berkſhire ; and Chaplain to the Earl of Dumfries. _ 

The following CRITICAL APPROBATIONS cannot fail ta ſatisfy Parents and Tutors 

of the Propriet of introducing Dr. Mawor's Britiſh Nepos to their reſpective Childres 

an us : ry | . | : 

be The Biography of illuſtrious men deſeryes a mare diſtinguiſhed rank than it 


NePos has ſome advantages to recommend it to extenſive circulation. It is com- 
pendious, and includes thoſe prominent characters of Britiſh excellence with which it 
is chiefly defirable for our Youth to be aàcquainted. The ſtyle in which the Lives 
are written may juſtly be commended.” .. * ® Critical Review, April. 
I cannot cloſe this Paper without expreſſing. my great ſatisfaRion at having 


well to check the evil I have been complaining of reſpecting other School Books. From 
the plan and execution of it, I am warranted in giving it a mong recommendation, a 
being moit admirably calculated to cheriſh the beſt and moſt tried principles in 
young minds. The Book which I have in my eye is Dr. Mavor's * B&iTiSh NePos, 
or Lives oF ILLUSTRIOUS BrITONs:” The perions whoſe memoirs this judicious 


thoſe who have filled up the moſt important ſtations in Society with the greateſt glory 

to themſclves and advantage to the State. The actions of thele great men are told 

a plain and pleaſing manner; and what is no ſmall difficulty in a Work adapted for 

juvenile Capacities, the incidental reflections ſuggeſted by particular circumſtances, or 


the example with a force equal to the pleaſure excited by the ſtor . 
.. rote ac gl ue ftian Spedtater, No. Ek. 


1 


iſe bath offenſive. and inimitable. We know not, that from, the ample circle of 
a e and acquiſitions of thoſe who have diſtinguiſhed themſelves in almoſt every 


tion. And no exhihition occurs to our recolle&ion, where a greater variety of uſeful 

and intereſting paintings from life, can be ſeen more readily, and at leſs expence; or to 

which the young, of all deſcriptions, may repair with a certainty. of receiving both 
'..., New London Review for february. 


pleaſure CEPT 1 Kh 
Gy * The lection is extremely judicious, and the execution is correipondent. The 


principles throughout are entitled to our unqualified praiſe; and we have no doubt. the 


author wrote with a view to the inculcation of thoſe maxims, civil, moral, and reli. 


ious, which have raiſed Great Britain to ſuch an exalted height among the nations 
of the earth, and the obſervance of which alone can perpetuate her glory and her proſ- 
perity. Did our limits permit, we ſhould have been bappy to have given one of 
The liyes as a ſpecimen; but we have little doubt the whole will be read with avidity, 
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